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OBSERVATIONS. 

THE story of the Misanthrope is told in ahoosi ererj ed- 
lection of the time, and nuticolaillf in ttvo hooto, iMi irliicii 
Shakspeare was intimatdy aoqiiaiiiled i the PakM of PImmovI^ 
and the English Plutarch. FAmiisa. 

Hmon ofAthem was written, I imagilie, in the year 161^ 

Maloits. 

This play was altered by Shadwell, and brought mMB 111* 
stage in 1678. In the modui title-page he calls ii *< T^nwn 4f 
A^ens, or the Nan-hater, as it is acted at the Duke's neatM^ 
made into a play." Stssmiiri. 

Span says, them is m building near AtSieai, yet wmahu^ 
called TimonU Tower, Malovs* 

The play of Timoit Is a domestic tragediy, and tfaerelbf^ 
strongly fastens on the attentioo of the veadev^ Ii^ the plail 
there is not much art, bat the iaddents are natava!, and thft 
^laracters various and exact The catastrophe aficirds a rerw 
powerful warning against that ostentatious liberali^, wfaidi 
Matters bounty, but confers no benefits, and buys fliMery» bat 
not friendship. 

In this tragedy are many passages perplexed, obscure, and 
pfobably corrupt, which I have endeavoured to lecti^, or ex- 
ptiStn, ytmtk due ^gence ; but httvinir oidy one copy, camMt 
promise myself that my «nde«foura alndl be much ^^irfed. 

JoBKSozr. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

TiMON, a noble MhetUan, 

Lucius, ^ 

LuGULLUS, >lord9^ andfiatterer9 of T^mon, 

Sbmpronius.J 

VsNTiDius, one of Timon^%fahe friends, 

K?%yikisii:'^%<t a churliah fihiloaofiher, 

Alcxbiades, an Mhenian general. 

FLATivSt steward to Timon. 

Flamivius* ^ 

LuGiLius, ^TimonU aervanu. 

Sk&vilius, J 

Caphis, "\ 

Philotus, I 

Titus, /-aervanta to Timon*9 creditors. 

Lucius, | 

Ho&TEVSIUStJ 

Two Servants o^Varro, and the Servant ^Isidore > 
two ofTimon^a creditors. 

Cupid, and Maskers. Three Strangers. 

Poet, Fainter^ Jeweller^ and Merchant. 

An old Athenian. A Page. A Foot. 

f,"^*!^^'* \mistr esses to Alcibiades. 

AIMANDRA,3 



Other Lords^ Senators, Officers, Soldiers^. Thieves^ 

and Attendants., 



SCEJ^Ry Athens ; and the woods adjoining. 



* Phryniat (or as this name should have been written by Shakspeare* 
Phryne,) was an Athenian courtesan so exquisitely beautiful, that when her 
Indies were proceeding to condemn her for numerous and enormous offences, 
a sight of her bosom (which, as we learn from ^!Elintilian, had been artfully 
denuded by her advocate.) disarmed the court of its s eyerity , and sctured her 
Ufe from the sentcnoe of the law. STESV. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L-^Athens, A Hall in Timom'< Souu^ £niir Piget* 
Painter, yevielier. Merchant, and othere, at eevcral door*. 



G, 



Poet, 
"ooD day, sir. »^ 

Pain. I am glad jrou are well. 

Poet. I have not seen you long ; How gd^s the world I 

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. * 

Poef. Ay, that's well known : 
But what particular rarity f what strange, 
Which manifold record not matches f See, 
Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant. 

Pain. I know them both ; t'other's a jeweller. 

Mer. O, 'tis a worthy lord ! 

Jew. Nay, that's most fixVl. 

Mer. A most incomparable man ; breath'd^ asit were, ' 
To an untirable and contiauate goodness : 
He passes.' 

Jew. I have a jewel here. 

Mer. O pray, let's see't : For the lord Timon, «r i 

Jew. If he will tonch the estimate :' Bnt, for that*— 
• Poef. When ^efar recompense have firais*d the vHtf 
It stains the glory in that haftfiy v^erse 
Which afitly sings the good.^ 

Mer. 'Tis a good form* [^Looking at the jewel* 

. Jew. And rich : here is a water, look yoy. 

Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing ^lipp'd idly from me. 
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 



.^•mmntm 



Cil Breathed is inured by constant practice ; so trained as not to be waa> 
rleiL To breathe a horse is to exercise him for the coarse. JOHNS. 
■ '■•'■' Exceeds, goes beyond common bounds. STEEV. 
Come up to the price. JOHNS. 
_ ,_ We must here sun>08e the poet busy in reading bis own woric ; antt 
that these three lines are the introduction of the poem addressed to Timoii» 
which he afterwards gives the Painter an accosnc of. WARB. 



10 TIMOM OF ATHEH8. ACT /. 

From whence 'tis nourished : The fire i'the fiint 
Shows not, till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes.^ What have you there ^ 

Fain- A picture, sir.— And when comes your book 
forth ? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir.* 
Let's see your piece. 

Pain. 'Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So 'tis : this comes off well and excellent.^ 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable : How this grace 
Speaks his own standing ! > what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth ! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here i^a touch ; Is't good ? 

Poet. I'll say of it. 
It tutors nature : artificial strife* 
Lives in these. touches, livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senator 9^ and pass over. 
Pain. How this lord's follow'd ! 
Poet. The senators of Athens ;— Happy men ! 
Pain. Look, more ! 

Poet, You see this confluence, this great flood of vis- 
itors.* 
I have, in this rough work, shap'd out a man. 
Whom this beneath world doth em brac e and hug 

C5I It ihonld be pointed thosj and then the sense wiU be evident : 
— — onr gentle flame 

Provokes itself^ and like the corrent flies ; 
Each bound it chafes. 
Oar gentle flame animates itself; it flies like a current ; and every obstacle 
serves bar to increase its force. M«MASON.— — This jomble of incongruooa 
images seems to have been designed^ and pat into the month of the poetaster* 
that the reader might appreciate his talents : his language therefore should 
not be considered ra the abstract. HENLEY. 
[61 As soon as my book has been presented to lord Timon. 10HN8. 
C7J The figure rises well from the canvas. * Cest kien releve. JOH. 
[8] I am inclined to suppose«that the figure alluded to was a representation 
•Tone of the Graces, and, as they are always supposed to be females, should 
read the passage thus :— How this Grace 

Speaks its own standing ! 
This amendment is strongly supported by the pronoun this prefixed to the 
word Grace* ss it proves that wnat the Poet pointed out was some real-ob- 
jectj not merely an abstract idea. M. MASON. 
C9] Strife is the contest of art with nature ; 

«' Hie ille est Raphael, ttmuit, quo sospite vinci 
Rerum magna parens, & moriente mori" JOHNS. 
CI 1 " Mme talatantam totts vonit ledibis Mndaoi." JOiW^w 



^ri* /. TIMON OF ATHENS. U 

With amplest entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly,* but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax :^ no levell'd malice^ 
Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no tract behind. 
Pain. How shall I understand you ? 
Poet» I'll unbolt to you. 
You see how all conditions, how all minds, 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures,^ as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to lord Timon : his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-fac'd flatterer,* 
To Apemantus,7 that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself ; even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon 's nod. 

Fain, I saw them speak together. 
Poet, Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill, 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd : The base o'the mount 
Is rank'd with all deserts,^ all kind of natures. 
That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states :' amongst them all, 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd. 
One do I personate of lord Timon*8 frame. 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ; 
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain. 'Tis conceiv'd to scope. * 
This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks. 
With one man beckon*d from the rest below, 
Bowing his head against the steepy mount 

To climb his happiness, would be well expressed 

I ■ ■ -■ ■ 1 .1 . I I . II I... ,. ■ 

[31 My design does not stop at any single character. JOHNS. 

C3] Ancientljr they wrote upon waxen tables with an iron stile. HANMER. 

C4J To level is to aim, to point the shot at a aiark. Sliakspeare's meaniag 
is« mjr poem is not a satire written with any particular view, or levelled at 
any single person ; I fly like an eagle into the eeneral expanse of life* and 
leave not, by any private mischief* the trace or my passage. JOHNS. 

ZSl Slippery, smooth, unresisting. JOHNS. 

[6] The glass'fac'd flatterer, that shows in his own look* as by reflection^ 
the looks of his patron. JOHNS. 

C73 The Poet, seeing that Apcmantus paid frequent visits to Timon, natur- 
ally concluded th it he w^s equsilly courteous with his other guests.. KITSON. 

C8] Covered with ranks of all kinds of men. JOHNS. 

[93 To advance or improve their various conditions of life. JOHVS. 

XI 3 Properly imaginea> appositely, to the p<sir\^sc. \CV\W^ . 



12 TIMON or ATBKMS. A^r 

In our conditioD.* 

Poet, Nay, sir, but hear me on : 
All those which were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with 'tendance, 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear,^ 
Make sacred even his stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free air.^ 

Pain, Ay, marry, what of these ? 

Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and change of mood, 
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants. 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down. 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain, 'TIS common : 
A thousand moral paintings I can show,' 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 
To show lord Timon, that mean eyes* have seen 
The foot above the head. 

Thtmfiet* sound. Enter Timon attended / the Servant of Vew- 

TiDius talking n»ith him, 

Tim. Imprisoned is he, say you ? 

Ven.Serv, Ay,my good lord : five talents is his debt ; 
His means most short, his creditors most strait : 
Your honourable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up ; which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. ' 

Tim, Noble Ventidius ! Well ; 

C23 Condition for art. WAI^B. 

[3] The ssnse is obvious, and means, in general, flattering him. The inir • 
ticalar kind of flattery may be collected from the circomstance of its being 
oflTered up in whispers : which shows it was the cUumniating those whom 
Timon hHted or envied, or whose vices were op|«site to his own. This of- 
fering up, to the person flattered, the murdered reputation of others, Shal(« 
speare, with the utmost beauty of thought and ex|n'ession, calls sacrificial 
fbhisperingu alluding to the victims offered up to idols. WARB. 

By sacrtficiai tffhisperingSr I should simpler understand whispering^ of of- 
ficious servility, the Incense of the worshipping pwasite to the patron as to a 
god. Afr. Gray h^s excellently expressed m his Elegy these sacrtficiai offer. 
Ings to the great from the poetic tribe : 

" To heap the shrine of luxury and pride 
• With incense kindled at the muse's flame." WAKEFIELD. 

C4] "To drink the air," like the haustns atherios of Virgil,i8 mrrely a po- 
etical phrase for dratu the air, or breathe. To ** drink the free air," there- 
fore, «* through another," is to breathe freely at his will only ; so as to de- 
pend on him for the privilege of life : not even to breathe freely without 
his permission. WAKEFIELD. 

[5] Shakspeare seems to intrnd in this dialogue to express some competition 
between the two gre^tt arts of imitation. Whatever the poet declares him- 
self to have shown, the painter thinks he could have shown better. JOHNS. 
£6J Inferior spectators. TOLLET. 
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I am not of that feather, to shake off 

My friend when he must need me. I do know him 

A gentleman, that well deserves a help, 

Which he shall have : I'll pay the debt, and free him. 

Fen,'Serv. Your lordship ever binds him. 

Tim, Commend me to him : I will send his ransome ; 
And, being enfranchis'd,.bid him come to me :— • 
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to support him after.« — Fare you well. 

Fen, Serv. \\\ happiness to your honour ! {^Exit, 

Enter an old Athenian, 

Old jith. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim, Freely, good father. 

Old Ath, Thou hast a servant nam'd Lucilius. 

Tim, I have so : What of him i 

Old Ath, Most noble Timon, call the man before thee. 

Tim, Attends he here, or no f— Lucilius ! 

Enter Lucilius. 

Luc, Here, at your lordship's service. 

Old Ath, This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy crea- 
ture. 
By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That from my first have been inclin'd to thrift ; 
And my estate deserves an heir more rais'd» 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim, Well ; what further ? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin else. 
On whom I may confer what I have got : 
The maid is fair, o'the youngest for a.bride, 
And 1 have bred her at my dearest cost. 
In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love : I pr'ythee, noble lord. 
Join with me to forbid him her resort ; 
Myself have spoke in vain. 

Tim. The man is honest. 

Old Ath, Therefore he will be, Timon :? 
His honesty rewards him in itself, 
It must not bear my daughter. 

[6] This tiioiight M better exprened bf Dr. Madden-in Ills elegr on arch- 
bishop Boolter : ■ 

" More thm they ask'd, he gave ; and deem'd it mc^n 
ODl)r to help the poor— to beff again." JOHNS. 

^ C73 "Hic thought is closely expressea and obscure : but this seems the mean- 
>nC' 'If tlie nan be lionest, my lord, for that reason lie will be so ia thl% \ '«»\ 
not endeavoar at the injasttce of gaining my daa(hx«^t « -<«iV3DtsyQXmi c.<»«t«cvx.^ 

2 VOL. VII. 



Ji TIMON or ATHENS. A^r 

Tim, Does she love him ? 

Old Atlu She is young, and apt : 
Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity's in youth. 

Tim, [7bl*u.c..] Love you the maid ? 

Luc, Ay, my g(X)d lord^ and she accepts of it. 

Old Ath, If in her marriage my consent be missiqg, 
I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the begg;ars of the world. 
And dispossess her all. 

Tim, How shall she beendoWd, 
.if she be mated with an equal husband ^ 

Old Ath, Three talents, oq the present ; in future, all. 

Tim, This gentleman of mine hath serv'd me long ; 
To build-his tortune, \ will strain a little, 
JPor 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter : 
What you bestow* in him I'll counterpoise, 
.And make him weigh with her. 

Old Aih, Most Bpblp Iprd, 
Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim, My hand to thee ; mine honour on my promise. 

Luc, Humbly I thank your lordship : Never may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is not ow'd to yoq ! » \^Exe. Lvc, and Old Ath, 

Foet, Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your lordship f 

Tim, I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 
"sGo not away. — What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain. A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
¥our lordship to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almost the natural man ; 
Por since dishonour traffics with man's nature, 
■He is but out-side : These penciled figures are 
^ven such as- they give out.* I like your work ; 
And you shall find, I like it : wait attendance 
*U'ill you hear further from me. 

Fain, The gods preserve you ! 

Tim, W'ell fare you, gentlemen : -Give me your hand.^ 
"We must needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
rHath si^ev*d under praise. 
.Jew, What, my lord i dispraise ? 

Tim. A nvere satiety of commendation^, 
gf I should'pay you for't as*tis extoU'd, 

{|8i 'Let me never henceforth consiiler luiy dung that I posseit* bat m 
/^xwrii or d^e to you ; held for^oor service, and at year disposal. JOHNS. 
rp] Pictures have nohypocri»y ; they are what they profess to be. JOHNS. 
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Act i. TIMON OF AlHENB. 15 

It would unclew me quite.* 

Je%v, My iord, 'tis rated 
As those, which sell, would give : But yoa well know. 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 
Are prized by their masters :' believe 't, dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by wearing it. 

Tim. Well mock'd. 

Mer, No, my good lord ; he speaks the common tongue, 
Which all men speak with him. 

Tim, Look, v/ho comes here. Will you be chid ? 

Enter Apemantus.^ 

Je*iv. We will bear, with your lordship. 

Mer, He'll spare none. 

Tim, Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 

Afiem. Till 1 be gentle, stay for thy good morrow ; 
When thou art Timon's dog, and these knaves honest.* 

Tim, Why dost thou call them knaves ^ thou know'fit 
them not. 

Afiem, Are they not Athenians i ^ 

Tim, Yes. 

Afiem, Then I repent not. 

Tevf. You know me, Apemantus. 

Afiem, Thou knowest, I do : I call'd thee by tby name. 

Tim, Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Afiem, Of nothing so much, as that I am not like TimoD. 

Tim, Whither art going ? 

Afiein, To knock out aniionest Athenian's brains* 

Tim, That's a deed thou'lt die fon 
' Afiem. Right, if doing nothing be death-by the lawi 

Tim, How likcst thou this picture, Apemantus 

Afiem, The best, for the innocence. 

Tim, Wrought he not well, that paint«d it f 

Afiem, He wrought better, that made the painter ; and 
yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain, You are a dog. 

Afiem, Thy mother's of my generation : What's she, 
if I be a dog f 

Tim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

CO I'o uncleiu is to nawlnd a ball of thread. To uodew a man it to 
draw oat the whole mass of his fortunes. JOHNS. 




[4] Apemantus means to »^y, that Timon is not to receive a gentle good- 
morrow from him till that shall happen which never will hajipen ; till Ti- 
mon is transformed to the shape of taw dog> and his knavish followers become 
houegt men. MAL. 



16 TIMOM OF ATHBN8. ACT J. 

Afiem. No ; I eat not lords. 

Tim, An thou shonldst, thou'dst anger ladies. 

'^em. 0» they eat lords ; so they come by great bellies. 

Tim. That's a lascivious apprehension. 

jifiem. So thou appreheod'st it. Take it for thy labour. 

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantas ? 

Afiem. Not so well as plain-dealing,' which will not 
Cost a man a doit. 

Tim. What dost thou think 'tis worth ^ 

Ap,em. Not worth my thinking.— —How now, pott ^ 

Poet. How now, philosopher \ 

jifiem. Thou liest. 

Foet. Art not one i 

jifiem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Jfiem, Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work, where 
thou hast feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, be is so. 

Afiem. Yes, he's worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour : He, that loves to be flattered, is worthy o' 
the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord ! 

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus ? 

Afitm. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord 
with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself ? 

Ahem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Afiem. That I had no angry wit to be a lord.*— Art 
thou not a merchant i 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Afiem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not ! 

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Afiem. Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound thcq ! 

Trumfieti sound. Enter a Servant. 

Tim. What trumpet's that i 
Serv. 'Tis Alcibiades, and 
Some twenty horse, all of companionship.^ 

[<] Allu^Ung to die proverb : '* Plain*dcaling is a jevtel, but they that use 
it aie beggars.*' STEEV. 

r61 The meaninfrmay be* I should hate myself for patiently enduring to 
be a lord. JOHNS. 

C7I 1^* expression does not mean barely that they all brlong to one com- 
paoy, hat that they are all such as Alcibiades hoooort with his acqoaintance, 
tttd sets oa a kvel with hlnuelt STEEV. 
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Tim. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to u». 

\^Exeunt some Mtendanta, 
—You must needs dine with me :— Go not you hence, 
Till 1 have thank'd you ; and, when dinner's done* 
Show me this piece. — I am joyful of your sights.— 

Enter Alcibiades, v>ith his Comfiany. 

Most welcome, sir ! '{They saluie, 

Afiem. So, so ; there ! — 
Aches contract and starve your supple joints ! — 
That there should be small love 'mongst these sweet 

knaves, 
And all this coort'sy ! The strain of man's bred out 
Into baboon and monkey.* ^ 

Alcib, Sir, you have sav'd my longi^, and I feed^ 
Most hungrily on your sight. 7^ 

Tim. Right welcome, sir : 
Ere we depart,* we'll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray- you, let us in. 

[Exe. ail but Af&m. 
Enter twv Lords, 

1 Lord, What time a day is'ti Apemastus ^ 

ji/iem. Time to be honest. 

1 Lord, That time serves still. 

Afiem, The most accursed thou, ' that still omit*sl it. 

2 l^ord. Thou art going to lord TimonV feast t 
Afiem, Ay ; to see meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools. 
flLord, Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

A/iem, Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Lord. Why, Apemantus ? 

Aftem, Shouldst have kept xine to thyself, fori meftn 
to give thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyself. 

A/iem, No, I will do nothing at thy bidding ; make 
thy requests to thy friend. 

2Z.orc/.Away,unpeaceabledog,or V\\ spurn thee hence. 

Afiem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the ass. [Exit, 

iLord. He's opposite to humanity. ,Come, shall we in^ 
And taste lord Timon's bounty ? he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lord, He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of gold, 

[8] Man is exhausted anddegenerated ; his strain of lineage is worn down 
into a monkey. 

£93 Depart, and part, mean the same thing. So in King John : 
** Hath willingly departed with a part." 
ie. harh willingly parted with a part of the thing in Question. STEtN" « 

[I J Read : The more accursed thou, ^c. KvV&O^, 

2* roh, VII. 
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Is but his steward : no meed.* but he repays 
Seven fold above itself ; no gift to him. 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance. ' 

1 Lord, The noisiest mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. 

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we in f 
1 Lord. I'll keep you company. \^Rxeunt. 

SCENE II. 

The tame, A Room of State in Timon*« Route . Hauthoym 
playing loud mutic. A great Banquet tented in { F l a v i ut amd 
othert attending; then enter Tiuovp alcibiadbs, Lucius* 
LucuLLUS, Sempronius, and otker Athenian Senatort, with 
Ventidius, and Attendantt, Then comet, dropping after aU^ 
Apemantus, dit contentedly. 

Fen. Most honour'd Timon, 't hath pleas'd the gods 
remember 
My father's age, and call him to long peace. 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents. 
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from whose help 
I deriv'd liberty. 

7tm, O, by no means, 
Honest Ventidius : You mistake my love ; 
I gave it fi*eely ever ; and there's none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
'i^o imitate them ; Faults that are rich, are fair. 

Fen. A noble spirit. 
I77iey all stand cercmonioualy looking on Timon. 

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 
Was but devis'd at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes, . 
Uecanting. goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown ; 
But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes. 
Than my fortunes to me. {They ait, 

1 Lord. My lord, we always havexConfess'd it. 

Mem. Ho, hd, confess'd it ? hang'd it, have you not t 

Tim. O, Apemantus • — you are welcome. ^_^ 

X%\ Meed in this place meant deitri, STEEV. 

^3] All die cu9toroaJ7 returns made in ^charge of otlifpatiors. WARB. 
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jlficm. No, 
You shall not make me welcome : 
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 

Tim, Fye.thou art a churl; you have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame :— 
They say, my lords, that ira furor brevh est. 
But yond' man's ever angry. 
Go, let him have a table by himself; 
For he does neither affect company. 
Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 

Afiem, Let me stay at thine own peril, Timon ; 
I come to observe ; I give thee warning on*t. 

Tim, I take no heed of thee : thou art an Athenian ; 
therefore welcome : I myself would have no power : 
pr'ythee, let my meat make thee silent.^ 

Jipem, 1 scorn thy meat ; Hwould choke me, for I should 
Ne'er flatter thee. — O you gods ! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not ! 
It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood ;' and all the madness is, 
He cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks, they should invite them without knives »* 
Got>d for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There's much example for't ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him m a divided draught. 
Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been prov'd. 
If I 

Were a huge man, I should fear to' drink at meals ; 
Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous notes : 
Great men should drink with harness on their throats. ^ 

Tim. My lord, in heart ;* and let the health go round. 

1 Lord, Let it fiow this way, my good lord. 

Afiem, Flow this way ! 
A brave fellow ! — he keeps his tides well. Timori, 
Those healths will make thee, and thy state, look ill. 

[4] T claim no extraordin.try power in right of my heinf^ matter uf the 
hoasc : 1 with not by my comm 4n<ls to impose silence on ai.jr oue : bot tho' 
1 myielfilo not enjoin you to silence, let my n eat stop your mourh. MAL. 

[5] The allusion is to a pack of hounds trained to the pursuit by hsing grat* 
ifi' d with the b!ood of the ai im <1 which they kill, and the wor dcr is. that 
the auimil on whit h they arc feeding cheers them to the chase. JOHNS. 

£61 Ir was the ctistnm in our author's time for every gutst to br-iw ttii 
ownicnife. which he occnflonally whetted on a stone that hung briiind the 
dcor. One cf these wh;'tstones may le seen in Parkin«Mi's moscum.. They 
were srrangei s at that period to the use of forks. RITSON. 

li\ Th:u Is, armcor. STE. . [8] MYlKd'i\KaVi^ V\\Yki:Wiici»\«|.15^A' 
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Here's that, which is too weak to be a sinner» 
Honest water, which ne*er left man i*the mire : 
This, and my food, are equals ; there^s no odds. 
F^jists are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

APfiMANTV8*S GRA.CB. 

Immortal godtf I crane no fiejf^ i 
J pray for no man, but tnytelj : 
Grant I m,ay neoer prove sojond. 
To truit man on hh oath or bond ; 
Or a har{otyfor her iveeping / 
Or a dog, that teem,* a sleeping ; 
Or a ^^^cper vsith my freedom ; 
* OrmyjriendSiifJshouldneed^em. 

Amen, So fall to't : 

Rich m.en tin,* and leaf root. [Eatt and drinh. 

* 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Tim, Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field now. 

jllcib. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 

Tim, You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. 

jilcib. So they were bleeding-new, ray lord, there's no 
roea|t like them ; I could wish my best friend at sueh a 
feast. 

jipem, 'Would all those flatterers were thii\e enemies 
then ; that then thou might'st kill 'em, and bid me to 'em'. 

1 Lord. Might we but have that happiness, my lord, 
that you would once use our hearts, whereby we might 
express some part of our zeals, we should think ^our- 
selves for ever perfect. * 

Tim, O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods 
themselves have provided that I shall have much help 
from you : How had you been my friends else ? why 
have you that charitab);p title from thousands, did you 
not chiefly belong to my heart ?> I have told more of 
you to myself, than you can with modesty speak in your 
own behalf ; and thus far I confirm you. 3 O, you gods, 
think I. what need we have any friends, if we should 

f 9] Dr. Farmer proposes to read sing, REED. 

t U That is, arrived at the perfection of hai>pine8s. 

[2j Charitable signifies dear, endearing. So Milton : 

•* Relations dear, and all the fharities 

Of father, son, and brother**—^— 

Alms, in En^sh. ar^ called charities, and from thence We may collect that 

'•or aticrestors knew well in what the vlrtne of alms-giving consisted ; not in 

the act, but in the disposition. WARB.— The meaning is probably this : 

Why are yoa distirtgaished from thousands, by tbat title of ehdearment,was 

there not a particular connection and intercourse of tendeiiiM^ between yoa 

and mtl C3] ^ ^^ your characters firmly io my own mind. JOH. 



JOHNS. 
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never have need of them ^ they were the iiio3t neediest 
creatares living, should we ne'er have use for them : 
and would most resemble sweet instruments hung up in 
cases, that keep their sounds to themselves. Why, I 
have often wished myself poorer, that I might come 
nearer to you. We are born to do benents : and what 
better or properer can we call oiir own, than the riches 
of our friends P O, what a precious comfort *t)s, to have 
so many, like brothers, commanding one another's for- 
tunes ! O joy, e'en made away ere it can be born !♦ 
Mine eyes cannot hold water, methinks: to forget their 
faults, I drink to you. 

jipem. Thou weepest to make them drink, Timon.* 

2 Lord, Joy had the like conception in our eyes» 
And, at that instant, like a babe sprung up. * 

jipem. Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a bastard. 

3 Lord^ I promise you, my lord, you mov'd me much. 
j^ficm. Much! {Tucket mounded. 
Tim. What means that trump ? — How now .> 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Please you, my lord, there arc certain ladies 
most desirous of admittance. 

7>'m. Ladies? what are their wills \ 

Serv. Therecomes with them a fore-runner, my lord, 
which bears that ofiice, to signify their pleasures. 

Tim, I pray, let them be admitted. 

i^r^r Cupid. 

Cuft, Hail to thee, worthy Timon ; — and to all 
That of his bounties taste !— The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom : The ear, 
Tasie, touch, smell, all pleas'd from thy table rise ; 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tim, They are welcome all ; let them have kind ad- 
mittance : 
Music, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you are belov'd* 



[4] Tears beinff the effect both oFJoy and ffrief, sapplied our author with 




Ti) The covert terse of Apctnauicos is, ' whatthoa losest, they get/ JOH. 

16) Does not he dwrll on Ti«on's metaphor, by referring to ctrcomstances 
preceding the birth, and means Joy was conceived in their eyes, and fprnne 
op there, like the xsotion of ^ kabe Ui the womb l TOhlST, 



22 TIirOK OP ATHBK8. ACT i. 

Mum. Xe-enttr Cupid, w/M a Matque ofLadk$ at Amazmtf 
vsith lutet in their hand*, dancing and piquing. 

j1/iem. Hey-day, 
What a sweep of vanity comes this way ! 
They dance ! they are mad women. 
Like madness is the glory of this life. 
As this pomp shows to a little oil, and root.^ 
We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men. 
Upon whose age we void it up again. 
With poisonous spite, and envy. Who lives, that's not 
Depraved, or depraves ^ who dies, that bears 
Not one spurn to their g^ves of their friends' gift M 
I should fear, those, that dance before me now. 
Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done ; 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

7^ Lwrdi rittfrom table, with much adoring tf TiMOV ; and^ 
to thovj their iovee, each tinglet out an Amaton, and ail dance, 
Tnen vith vaomen s a It^y ttrain or two to the hautboy*, and cease. 

7Vm. You have done our pleasures much grace » fair 
ladies. 
Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 
You have added worth unto't, and lively lustre, 
And entertained me with mine own device ;* 
I am to thank you for it. 

1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best. 

Aliem. 'Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you. Please you to dispose yourselves. 

Ml Lad. Most thankfully, my lord. 

[Exe, Cupid and Ladies. 

Tim. Flavius,— 

I^lav. My lord. 

Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 

J^iaV. Yfcs, my lord. — More jewels yet ! 
There Is no crossing him in his humour ; [Jf«f(fc. 

Else I should tell him,— Well,— i'faith, I should, 

C73 " The tloryerthU life is very near to madaeM." as may be made to 
apfear finom Sbia pomp» exhibited in a place where ajphiloMpher ia feediag 
on " oil and rooia." When we aee by eiample how few are the neceMarica 
ofltfii, we learn what na^beti there ii in to orach ■uperfloity. JOHNS* 

C83 That it, given them by their fl-iendt. 10HN8. 

Ifl the matk ^om to have been deaigMd>rtim« f ^^^J§yBg^ 
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When all's spent, he'd be cross'd theD» an he could.' 

'Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ;> 

That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.^ 

lExit^ and returns with the casket, 

1 Lord, Where be our men i 
Serv, Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord, Our horses. 

Tim, O my friends, I have one word 
To say to you :— Look you, my good lord, I must 
Entreat you, honour me so much, as to 
Advance this jewel ;* 
Accept, and wear it, kind ray lord. 

1 Lord, I am so far already in your gifts,— 
Ml, So are we all. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv, My lord, there are certain nobles of the senate 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

Tim, They are fairly welcome. 

Flav. I beseech your honour. 
Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 

7¥m. Near t why then another time I'll hear thee : 
I pr'vthee, let us be provided 
To snow them entertainment. 

Flav, \jJside,'] I scarce know how. 

Enter another Servant, 

2 Serv, May it please your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 

Four milk white horses, trapp'd in silver. 

Tim, I shall accept them fairly : let the presents 

Enter a third Servant, 
Be worthily entertain'd i — How now, what news ? 

3 Serv, Please you, my lord, that honourable gentle- 
man, lord LucuUus, entreats your company to-morrow 
to hunt with him ; and has sent your honour two brace 
of greyhounds. 

Tim, I'll hunt with him ; And let them be receiv'd. 
Not without fair reward. 

Flav, [jlsideJ] What will this come to f 

CI 3 Alluding to oar old tihrer penojr* oted btfore K. Edwmrd tbe Firtt*t 
•time, wfaich had a cron on the reverM with a cicaK/that it mif^ be more 

. — .- .. ^ Fpo» thli 

" I hare not 




C23 To tee the miterlet that are following her. JOHNS. 

•C33 FornoHenmoftooU _ JOHNS. ,«.«^- 

.r4] To prrfer it ; to miie It to hpnoor by wfidnttt. yVMM* 
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He commands us to provide, and ^ive great gifts, 

And all out of an empty coffer. — 

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this, 

To show him what a beggar his heart is. 

Being of no power to make his wishes good ; 

His promises fly so beyond his state. 

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes 

For every word ; He is so kind, that he now 

Pays interest fbr't : his land's put to their books. 

Well, 'would I were gently pot out of office. 

Before I were forc'd out ! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed. 

Than such as do even enemies exceed. 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit, 

Tim, You do yourselves 
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits :•— 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

2Xorcf. With more than common thanks I will receive it. 

SLord. O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 

Tim, And now I remember met my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it. 

2 Lords I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in that 

Tim, You may take my word, my lord ; 1 know, no man 
Can justly praise, but what he does affect : 
I weigh my friend's affection with mine own ; 
I'll tell you true. I'll call on you. 

jiil Lords, NoniB so welcome. 

7Vm. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to lieart, 'tis not enough to give ; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 
And ne'er be weary.— Alcibiades, 
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich. 
It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is 'moDgst the dead ; and all the lands tho« ha&t 
Lie in a pitch 'd field. 

jfieib. Ay, defiled land, my lord.' 

1 Lord, We are so virtuously Iniund,— -^ 
lYm, And so __ 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord, So infinitely endear^,— 
Tim. All to you. — Lights, more lights. 

1 Lord, The best of happiness, 

I ~ - - ■ - 1 .11— 

£0 AlcibUdet is told that * hTs estate lies in a pitch'd field,' Haw 
'* pitch (as FaJst«ir snys) doth defile" Al£*i|itadc8 therefore replies^ tbftt 
his estate lies 'hi defiled land ' JOHNS. 
fij All gooil withes, or all happlaess to yoo. ^T££ V. 
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Honour, and fortones, kee{» with you, lord Timon 1 

Tim, Ready for his friends. [JSxff.ALC i B. iorc/*, ^c. 

Afiem, Wliat a coil's here ! 
Serving of becks, 7 and jutting out of bums ! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for *em.' Friendship's full of dregs : 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court'sies. 

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen, 
I'd be good to thee. 

Afiem, ^o^ I'll nothing : for. 
If I should be brib'd too, there woald be none left 
To rail upon thee ; and then tliou wouldst sin the faster. 
Thou giv'st so long, Timon, I fear 'me, thou 
Wilt give away thyself in paper shortly :• 
What need these ^feasts, pomips, ^nd vain glories ? 

Tim, Nay, 
An you begin to rail on society once, 
I am sworn, not to give regard to you. 
Farewell ; and come with better music. \Exit, 

jifiem. So ;-— 
Thou'lt not hear me now, — thou shalt not then, Pillock 
Thy heaven from thee.' O, that men's ears should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! \Exit. 



ACT II. . 

"SCENE I. — The same. A Room in a Senator^* House. Enter a 
Senator, tvith Papers in his hand. 

Sen, AND late, five thoosatid to Varro ; and to Isidore 
He owes nine thousand ; besides iliy former sum. 
Which makes it five and twenty.^-Still in motion 
Of raging waste ^ It cannot hold ; it will not. 
Jf I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog. 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 
If I would sell my horse, and buy twienty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon« 

Cr] Beck meant a salutation with the he^ So Milton, 

" Nods and becks, and wreathed kiniles." JOHNS. 
*ro lenre a beck— means, to pay a courtly obedience to a nod> STEEV. 

(31 ke plays upon the woidir^» as it sigaifies a limbt and a bow or act sf 
obgdience. JOHNS. ~ 

^91 Be riiiiicd by securities entered into. WARB. 
. D3 ^f his hcaveuhc means foo4 Jidvice, M. MASON.. 
3 VOL. VII. 
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Ask nothiBg, give it him, it foals me, straight. 
And able horses : No porter at his gate ; 
But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho ! 
Caphis, I say ! 

£nier Caphis. 

CafiM, Here, sir ; What is your pleasure ? 

Sen. Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord Timon 
Imp6rtune htm for my monies ; be not ceas*d 
With slight denial ; nor then silenc'd, when— 
Commend. me f your mas/rr— >and the cap 
Plays in the right hand, thus :— but tell him, sirrah. 
My uses cry to me, I most serve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are past. 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Has smit my credit : I love, and honour him ; 
But mu«t not break my hack, to heal his finger : 
Immediate are my need« ; and my relief 
Must not be toss'd and tumM to me in words, 
But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 
Put on a most importunate aspect, 
A visage of demand ; for, I do fear. 
When every feather sticks in hia own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull. 
Which Rashes now a phoenix.' Get you gone. 

Cafih, I go, sir. 

Sen, I go, sir ?— Take the bends along with you, 
And have the dates in compt. 

Cafih. I will, sir. 

JSen. Go. lExeun 

SCENE II. 

The $ame. A Jialltn TtMon't Soute, Enter Flavitw, toi 

many bills in hie hand, 

Flav, No care, ao atop -! so senseless of expence. 
That he will neither know how to maintain it. 
Nor cease his flow of riot : Takes no account 
How things go from him ; nor resumes no care 
Of what •!« to continue ; Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind.* 

\7\ Aru/nsabird as remarkable far tlic poverty of its feathers, ai 
T)hoenix Is suppmed to-l>e ft»r tlie richness of its plnmage. ST^W, 

t3l To make this line sense and grainn>ar« it should be snoplied thw \ 
Was [madfl toibs so onw isei tiR order] to be so kind ; 
4. e. Nature, in order to nuke a pronise mind* oerer before endowed -a 
.wan with so large a share of folly. WAEB. 
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What shall be done t He will not hear, lill foel : 

I must be round with him, now he comes from bunting. 

Fye, fye, fye, fye ! 

Enter C aphis, and the Servants of Isidoril and Vakro. 

Ca/ih. Good even, Varro :* What» 
You come for money f 

Far, Serv, Is't not your business too ? 

Ca/i/i, It is ; — And yours too, Isidore ? 

Zfiid, Serv, It is so. 

Ca/i/i, 'Would we were all discharg'd I 

Var, Serv. I fear it. 

Cafih, Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, Alcibiadss^ and Lords, (^ 

Tim, So soon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, 
My Alcibiades. — With me ? what's your will ? 

Cafih. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim. Dues ^ Whence are you ^ 

Ca/ih. Of Athens here, my lord; 

T^tn. Go to my steward. 

Ca/ift, Please it your lordship', he haUi putm« off' 
To the succession of new days this Mdnth : 
My master is awafc'd by great occaaloR« 
To call upon his own ; and hombly ptkys you, 
That with your other noble parts you'll iiiif,.' 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 
I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning; 

Cafih. Nay, good my lord,— *— 

T%m. Contain thyself, good friend. 

Var. Serv. One Yarrows Aerraat, my good loM,-^ 

Isid, Serv. From Isidore ; 
He humbly prays your speedy payment,— 

Cafih. If you did know, my lord, my master's wants,<^ 

Var. Serv. 'Twas due on forfeiture,my lord,9ix weeks» 
And past, — 

laid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, my lord ^ 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

7\m, Give me breath :-— 

C4J Good even, or as it is sometimes less accurately written, good dent was 
the iisml talotadpn from noon, themtMntet that good nutfo^u became im- 
proper. STZEY. 

Whether servants in <mr author's tiitoe took the namet of their master* I 
know not. Perhaps it is a sttt> of negligence. JOHN6. 

C53 That yoo will behave oH this ocCaslOfi hi'tf m«nn«r eonsfstent with 
your other noble ^aaUties. tTWEV. 
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I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ; 

[Exe, Alcibiades and Lorda, 
1*11 wait upon you instantly — Come hither, pray you. 

[To Flavius. 
How goes the v>orld, that I am thus encounter 'd 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds, 
And the detention of long-since-due debts. 
Against my honour i 

Flav, Please you, gentlemen. 
The time is unagreeable to this business : 
Your importunacy cease, till after dinner ; 
That I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim, Do so, my friends : 
See them well entertain'd. L^*^'^ Timow. 

Flav, I pray, draw near. [Exit Flavius. 

Enter Apemantus and a Fool.^ 

Cafih. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Apeman- 
tus ; let*s have some sport with 'em. 

Var. Scrv, Hang him, he'll abuse us. 

J%id, Serv, A plague upon him, dog ! 

Var, Serv, How dost, fool ? 

Afiem, Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Var, Serv. I speak not to thee. 

jifiem. No; 'tis to thyself, — Come away. [To the FooL 

laid, Serv. [To Var. Serv.'\ There's the fool hangs 
on your back already. 

Jtjiem, No, thou stand^st 8ingle,thou art not on him yet. 

Caph, Where's the fool now ? 

Afiem^ He last asked the question.-^Poor rogues, and 
usurers' men ! bawds between gold and want ! 

All Serv, What are we, Apemantus i 

Atiem, Asses. 

./// Serv. Why ? 

Afietn. That you ask me what you are, and do not 
know yourselves — Speak to 'em, fool. 

Fool, How do you, gentlemen } 

AllSer, Gramercies,j;ood fool : How does your mistreai^ 

Fool, She's e'en settmg on water to scald such chick- 
ens as you arc. 'Would, we could see you at Corinth. t 

[6] I ratpect some scene to be lost, in which the entrance of the fool, uvd 
the page that foUowt hiin« was prepared by some introductory dialoKoe, la. 
which the audience was infbnned that they were the fool and pMe of Phry* 
nia, Ttmandra, or some other coarte«an« upon the knowledge oT which d»*: 
pends the greater put of the enaolog jocalarity. JOHNS. 

^3 A cant term for a bawdy-house. WAILIS. 
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Afiem, Good ! gpam^rcy. 

Enter Page. 

FooL Look you» here comes my mistress' page. 

Page. [7V> the Pool.'] Why, how now, captain? what 
do you in this wise company ? How dost thou, Apemantus t 

jlfiem. 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, thati might 
answer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the superscrip- 
tion of these letters ; I know not which is which. 

jifiem. Can^t not read i 

Page. No. 

Afiem. There will little learning die then, that day thou 
art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; this to Alcibiades. 
Go ; thou wast born a bastard, and thouMt die a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog ; and thou shalt 
famish, a dog's death. Answer not, I am gone; \Exit. 

Afiem. Even so thou out-runn'st grace. Fool, I will 
go with you to lord Timon's. 

FooL Will you leave me there. 

Afiem. If Timon stay at home. — You three serve 
three usurers ? 

All Serv. Ay ; 'would they served us ! 

Afiem. So would I, — as good a trick as ever hangman 
served thief. 

FooL Are you three usurers' men ? 

All Serv. Ay, fooL 

FooL I think, no usurer but has a fool to his servant r 
My mistress is one, and I am her fool. W^hen men com<t> 
to borrow of your masters, they approach sadly, and go 
away merry ; but they enter my mistress' house 'mer- 
rily, and go away sadly : The reason of this ^ 

Far. Serv. I could render one- 

Afiem* Do it then, that we may account thee a 
whoremaster, and a knave ; which notwithstanding,, 
thou shalt be no less esteem'd. 

Far. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool f' 

FooL A fool in good clothes, and something like thee; 
'Tis a spirit: sometime, it appears like a lord; sometime, 
like a lawyer ; sometime, like a philosopher, with two- 
stones more than his artificial one. He is very often- 
like a knight ; and, generally ip all shapes, that man- 
goes up and down in, from fourscore to thirteen, thifr^ 
spirit walks in. 

Far. Serv. Thou art.notaUogptber a fboL. 

3* TOL. vir. 
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FooL Nor thou altogether a wise roan : as much 
foolery as 1 have, so much wit thou lackest. 
AprCm, That answer might have become Apemantut. 
All Serv. Aside, aside ; here comes lord Timon. 

Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 

Afiem, Come*, with me, fool, come. 

FooL I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 
woman ; sometime, tne philosopher. 

\^Exe. Apemantus and FooL 

Flav. 'Pray you, walk near ; 1*11 speak with you anon. 

[Exe,Sen*. 

Tim, You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere this time. 
Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 
That I might so have rated my expence, 
As I had leave of means i 

Flav, You would not hear me. 
At many leisures I proposed. 

Tim, Go to : 
t'erchance, some single vantages you took, 
When my indisposition put you bnck ; 
And that unaptness made your minister,' 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. O my good lord ! 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 
Laid them before you ; you would throw them off, 
And say, you found them in mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid mc 
Retuini so much, I have shook my head, and wept ; 
Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray *d you 
To hold your hand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks ; when I have 
I'rompted you, in the ebb of your estate. 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov*d lord, 
rhough you hear now, (too late I) yet now's a time,* 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Tim. Let all my land be sold. 

Flav. 'Tis all engag'd, some forfeited and gone ; 
And wliat remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace : 
What shall defend the interim .> and at length 

l:;J And made that unaprnfSB your minister. MAL. 

\C> I Though I t«ll yoo this, says Flavius^ at too late a p«riod, perhaps, for 
iV'.r iiiform ition tb be of any service to you, ycr. late as it is, it is nrces^ary 
V.M voo should b*» accjuainted with it. RITSON. 
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How goes our reckoning ? 

Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 

Flav, O my good lord, the world is but a word > 
Were it all yours to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone ? 

Tim, You tell me true. 

Flav, If you suspect my husbandry, or falsehood* 
Call me before the exactest auditors. 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me, 
When all our offices' have been oppress'd 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth o'f wine ; when every room 
Hath blaz'd wiih ligKts, and bray'd with miniitrelsy ; 
1 have reiir'd me to a wasteful cock,* 
And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Pr'ythee, no more. 

Flav, Heavens, have 1 said, the bounty of this lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants, 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon's f 
What heart»head,sword,force, means, but islordTimon's^ 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ? 
Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praise, 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers,. 
These flies are couch*d. 

Tim, Come, sermon me no further : 
No villainous bounty yet hath pass'd my heart; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have i given.* 
Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the conscience lack. 
To think I shall lack friends i Secure thy heart ; 
If 1 would broach the-vessels of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,' 
Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly use. 
As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts \ 

77m. And, in some sort, these wants of mine arc crown'd. 
That I account them blessings ; for by these 

E9] Oj^v-^s— ihe apartments allotud to culinary purposes, &c. STEEV. 

L 3 Cock—Ti cockloft, a garret. And a nuiistrfut cock, signifies a garret 
lying in waste, neglected, )mt to no nse- HANMER. 

A iu littful cock is what we now c»ll a luaste pipf \ ^ pipe which is con- 
tlnoally running. r»nd thereby prevents the overflow of cisterns and oilier re- 
servoirs, by carrying ofll'th^ir superflaous water. COLLINS. 

[2] Every reader must rejoice in this circumstance of comfort,. which 
presents itself to Timon, who, though brgjjar'd throuxh w;tntof prudence* 
consoles himself with reflection th:4t his ruin was oot brought on by the pur- 
suit of guilty pleasures. STEEV. 

[3] Argumtnt-^miy m^nn ihe contents^ as the aremiktwtQC%VMMik\ w tov^ 
evidrnces aid proofs. JOHNS. 
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Shall I try frieods : You shall perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortunes ; 1 am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho !— ^Flaminius ! Servilius ! 

jEn/fT FLAMfNius, SzRYiLioi, and other Servanti, 

Serv. My lord, my lord,— 

7Vm. I will despatch you severally.— You, to lord Luciua, 
—To lord LucuUus you ; I Imnted with his 
Honour to-day ;— You, to Sempronius ; 
Commend me to their loves ; aod, I am proud, say. 
That my occasions have found time to use them 
Toward a supply of money : let the request 
Be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flav. Lord Lucius, and lord LucuUus } humph ! r*^ti. 

Tim. Go you, sir, to the senators, [To another Serv» 
(Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have 
Deserv'd this hearing,) bid 'em send o'the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Fiav. 1 have been bold, 
(For that I knew it the most gen'ral way,)* 
To them to use your signet, and your name ; 
But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim. Is't true ? can it be ? 

Fiav, They answer, in a joint and corporate voice. 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would ; at e sorry — you are honourable ,i^-> 
But yet they could have wish'd^they know not— but 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench^would all wpre well — 'tis pity— 
And so, intending other serious matters,' 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions, < 
With certain half-caps, ^ and cold-moving nods. 
They froze me into silence.- 

Tim. You gods, reward them ! — 
I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly ; These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary :• 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom flows ; 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
■— ' " ■ ' I ■ — -^.^ 

t4l Ctneral is not speedy, but compendious^ the way to try many at a. 
time. JOHNS. 

1 4] Intending Is r^garding. taming their notice to other things. JOHNS. 

o I Frac'fon;— broken hints, interrapted sentences, abrupt remarks. JOH.. 

;y) A ha/f-cap is ? cap slightly moved, not put off. JOHNS. 

S] Hereditary, for by natoral constitution. Eat some distempers of natural 
conatirution beuig calwd Itercditaryj he calls their ingratitude so. WARB. 
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And nature, as it grows again toward earth. 
Is fasbionM for the journev, dull, and heavy.— 
Go to Ventidius,— [ro a 'Serv.'\ *Prythec, [roFLAvi- 
us.] be not sad. 
Thou art true, and honest ; ingeniously I speak, ^' 
No blame belongs to thee :— {To Serv.] Ventidius lately. 
Buried hi»vfather ; by whose death, he's stepp'd 
Into a great estate : when he was poor, 
Imprison'd, and in scarcity of friends, 
I clear'd him with five talents : Greet him from me ; 
Bid him suppose, some good necessity 
Touches. his friend, which craves to be remember'd 
With those five talents :— that had, [Tlo Flavius.] give 

it these fellows, 
To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think* 
That Tiroon's fortunes 'mong his friends can sink. 
Flav. I would, I could not think it ; That thought is 
bounty's foe ; 
Being free itself, it thinks all others so.' lExeunt^ 



ACT iir. 

SCENE I. — The tame. A Room in LucullusV Houte, Fla- 
Mijii OS vaiting. Enter a Servant to hinu 

Serv. 1 HAVE told my lord of you, he is coining 
down to you. 

Flam. I thank you. sir. 

Enter Lucullvs. 

Serv, Here's my lord. 

JLucuL {^jiaide.^ One of lord Timon's men ? a gift, I: 
warrant. Why, this hits right ; I dreamt of a silver ba- 
son and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honest Flaroinios ; 
you arc very respectively welcome, sir.*— Fill me some 
wine. [Exit Servant.^ — And how does that honourable, 
complete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very 
bountiful good lord and master f 

Flam. His health is well, sir. 

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well, sir : And 
what hast thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminiusf 

Flam, 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir ; which, 

[9I Ingenious was anciently used instead of ine^nuouu R££D» 
r I J Ftee is liberal, not paritmonioos. JOHNS. 
L3J Bcspectfnll^. So in King John, 

" 'Tis too respective." STEEV. 
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in ms lord's behalf, I come to entreat yoor honoar to 
supply ; who, having great and instant occasion to me 
fifty talents, bath sent to your lordship to fomish him ; 
nothing doubting your present assistance therein. 

LucuL La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says htf 
alas, good lord ! a nobis gentleman 'tis, if he would not 
keep so good a house. Many a time and often I have 
dined with him, and told him on't ; and come again to 
supper to him, of purpose to have him spend less : and 
yet he would embrace no counsel, take no warning by my 
coming. Every man has his fault, and honesty is his ;' 
I have told him on't, but I could never get him from it. 

Re-enter Servant^ with wine. 

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

LucuL Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Here's to thee. 

Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

JLucul. I have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit, — give thee thy due, — and one that knows 
what belongs to reason : and canst use the time well, if 
the time use thee well : good parts in thee. — Get you 
gone, sirrah. rTo the Servant, who goes out,"] — Draw 
nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentle- 
man : but thou art wise ; and thou knowest well enough, 
although thou comest to me, that this is no time to lend 
money; especially upon bare friendship,without security. 
HeVe 8 three solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, 
and say, thou saw'st me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam, Is't possible, the world should so much diflPer ; 
And we alive, that liv'd M Fly, damned baseness, 
To him that worships thee. [ Throwing the money away* 

LucuL Ha \ Now, I see, thou art a fool, and fit for thy 
master. [Exit Lucullus. 

Flam, May these add to the number that may scald thee! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation,' 
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself ! 

Has friendship such a faint and milky heart, 

" — ■■ ■ - - — ■ — I 

[3] HoueHy does not here immi probity, but liberality. M. MASON. 

L4J And we who were alive then* alive now. As much as to say* in I* 
short a time. WARB. 

[<] Perhaps the poet alludes to the pnnithmeot inflicted on MT. Aqoilhit by 
Muhridatet. m The ShefihertTs Canndar» however, Lazarus deelarei liliii- 
seir CO have seen in hell n fpreat nomber of widt canldroos »id ketilea fidlof 
boyling lead and oyle, with other hot metals nolten, in the wUch were 
pla:igd and dipped the covetous men and wooKS for to fhlfill SOdWilrsllll 
them of their insatiate covetlie. 8TKSV. 
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It turns in lets than two nights ?* O you gods» 

I feel my master's passion ! This slave 

Unto his honour^ has my lord's meat in him : 

Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment. 

When he is tum'd to poison \ 

O, may diseases only work upon't ! 

And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of nature 

Which my lord paid for, be of any power 

To expel sickness, but prolong his hour \ lExiC. 

SCENE II. 

The fame. A public Plctee, Enter Lucius, vtith three Strangers, 

Luc, Who,the lord Ttmen i he is my very good friend, 
and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran, We know him for no less,^ though we are 
but strangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my 
iord, an4 which I hear from common rumours ; now 
lord Timon's happy hours are done and past, and his 
estate shrinks from him. 

Luc. Fye» no, do not believe it ; he cannot want £9r 
money. 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long 
ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus^ to bor- 
row so many talents ;• nay, urged extremely for't, and 
showed what necessity belonged to*t, and yet was denied. 

Luc. How ? 

2 Stran, I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was that ? now, before the 
gods, I am ashamed ont. Denied that honourable man f 
there was very little honour showed in't. For my own 
part, I must needs confess, I have received some small 
kindnesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and such 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, had he mis- 
took him, and sent to me, I should ne'er have denied his 
occasion so m4ny talents. 

J^nr^r Servilius. 
Ser» See, by good hap, yonder's my lord ; I have sweat 
to see his honour.— My honour'd lord,—- [7b Lucius. 
Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee 

[61 AllodUns; to the turning or aeesccntt of milk* JOHNS. 

I7j That it, me knav himlrf report to be fiv less than yon repretent l^n # 
rhoaifh wc are strangers tohia pericm. JOHNS. 

£8 J A certain nnmber of tawats,««ch a wunber as he Bright hvypea to 
want. MAL. 
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well :— Commend me to thy honourable- virtuoas lord, 
my very exquisite friend. 

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath aent— 

Luc. Ha ! wnat has he sent ? I am so much endeared 
to that lord ; he's ever sending : How shall I thank him, 
thinkest thou ? And what has he si>nt now f 

Ser. He has only sent his present occasion now, my 
lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his instant nie 
with so many talents. 

Luc, I know, his lordship is but merry with me ; he 
cannot want Bfty-five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants less, my lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous,* 
I should not urge it half so faithfully.' 

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Ser\'iliu8 } 

Ser. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beast was I, todisfumish myself 
against such a good time, when I might have shown roy^ 
self honourable ? how unluckily it happened, that •! 
should purchase the day before for a little part, and un- 
do a great deal of honour ?— -Scrvilius, now before the 
gods, 1 am nut able to do't ; the more beast, I lay :^l 
was tending to use lord Timon myself, these gentlemen 
can witness ; but I would not, for the wealth of Atheoi, 
I had done it now. Commend me bountifully to his 
good lordship ; and I hope, his honour will conceive the 
fairest of me, because I have no power to be kind :— 
And tell him this from me, I count it one of my greatest 
afflictions, -say, that I cannot pleasure such an honoura- 
ble gentleman. Good Servilius, will you befriend me 
80 far, asto use my own words to hira'^ 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc. I will look you out a good turn, Servilius. 

lExit Sei. 
—True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 
And he, that's once denied, will hardly speed. ^J^xtV. 

1 Sir an. Do you observe this, Hostilius i 

42 Stran. Ay, log well. 

1 Stran. Why this. 
Is the world's soul ; And just of the same piece 
Is every flatterer's spirit. Who can call him 
His friend, that dips in the same dish Ps for, in 



ilf he dul nor w mt !r For a good nsc JOHNS. 
'K«VA/fi/(y for fervently. WAR1{. 
This phr«i: ii sc iptnral : " He th^t dippetb fatsbHOd whh me !b the 
dWi."5/Jlfrf/ xxvi. 2.7. STELV. 
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My kDowin|^, Timon has been this lord's fiather, 
And kept his credit with his purse ; 
Supported his estate ; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's silver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape !) 
He does deny him^ in respect of his,^ 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Stran, Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran, For mine own part, 
I never tasted Timon in my life. 
Nor came any of his bounties over me. 
To mark me for his friend ; yet, I protest. 
For his right noble mind, lUustrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage. 
Had his necessity made use of me, 
I would have put my wealth into donation. 
And the best half should have retum'd to him,'* 
So much t love his heart : But, I perceive. 
Men must learn now with.jiity to dispense : 
For policy sits above conscience. [Exeunt, 

SCENE HI. 

The »ame» A lioom in Sbmpromzu8'« Soute. Enter Sbmpro- 
wzus, and a Servant ^f TzmomV 

Sem, Must he needs trouble me in't f Humph ! 'Bove 
all others f 
He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucnllas ; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem 'd from prison : AH these three 
Owe their estates unto him« 

Serv. O my lord, 
They have all been touch'd,* and Ibond base metal ; for 
They have all dented him. 

Sem, How ! Iiave they denied hin f 
Has Ventidius and LucuUus denied him ? 
And does he send to me f Three f humph l-^m^ 
I t shows b tft little love or jadgment in him. 

C3] Tluit ii/ln rcflpect oThit Ibrtwe* wlurt Ladu deniei to Tiaon to la 
proportion to wIuiM.ucIqs potteucB, 1m tHun the snul alnu clveo bv Mod 
men to b-nan. JOHKS. 

[4] Thebesr hairof my Wealth tlhoold have been the rgply, I wooMhiive 

MTtsivired his reqaisition widi^t beit half of what I mm woim STEXV. 
[5] Thx is, tried, alluding to dw toochstOQc. JOHNS. 

4 VOL. VII. 
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Matt I be hit latt refuge i Hit friendt, like physiciani. 
Thrive, give him over;" Must I tak^ the cure upon me? 
He hat much dibgrac'd me in*t ; I am angry at nim. 
That might have known my place : I tee no tense fiir% 
Bat his occasiont might have woo'd me firtt ; 
:For, in my conscience, I was the first roan 
That e'er receiv'd gift from him : 
And does he think so backward ly of me now» 
That ril requite it.last ? No : So it may prove 
An argument of laughter to the rest. 
And I amongst the lords be thought a fooL 
J had rather than the worth of tnrice the turn* 
iHe had sent to me first, but for my mind*t take ; 
:I had such a courage to do him good.* But now retorOf 
And with their faint reply this answer join ; 
Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin. [Exit, 
Serv, Excellent ! Your lordship's a goodly villain. 
The devil knew not what he did, when he made man 
politic ; he crossed himself by't : and I cannot think* 
but, in the end, the villainies of man will set him clears* 
How fairly this lord strives to appear foul f takes vir- 
tuous copies to be wicked ; like those that, under hot 
.ardent zeal, would set whole realms on fire !^ 
Of such a nature is his politic love. 
This was my lord's best hope ; now all are fled, 
^aye the gods only : Now his friends are dead, 
i^oors, that were ne'er acQuainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, must be employ 'd 
How to guard turc their matter. 
And this is all a liberal course allows ; 
iWho cannot keep hit wealth, mutt keep bit hoose.' 

n] His friends like physicians, thrive bj hit bounty and h »i an d ctdwr 
jreJinquisht and forsake him, or give hit case up as dsapcratc. STXBT. 

7£9} Such a» avdaoTf «och an eager detire. JOHNS. 

p] The devil's folly in makinc man pcditic, it to afpCar ia tills* llns fet 
>will at the long ran be too oiaoy for hit old maiterf and yt t flre^of Ua bndi. 
The villainies of m^n are to set himself clear^ not the ttevll* to wfatBOi be it 
^opposed to be in thraldom. EITSON. 

.C<g This it a reflection on the puritans of that tiaao. Thete PMfile ware 
then set upon a project of ne w^modclling the ecdttiattical and clvU g ea tm 
•nent according n> scripture cales and examples; «lifehmakethimaagr«4MC 
nader zfal for the wotxl of God* theymnmld setiwhoU realms m fire* to Sem- 
^pronias pretended tn that warm affrction and generbot jeaioQiyof fVietidkldpt 
«that is' aiB-onted, if any other be applied to before i^ At best the limUItnde 
:is an Awkward one : bat it fitted the aadieDce*thoqgh not the apeaker.^ ^ *" 

r^ Keep within doort §at €mir of dons. JOHNS. 
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SCENE IV. 

The same, A Sail in Timon'j Hotae. Enter u»q ServanU of 
Varro, and the Servant of Lucius, meeting Titus, Uos- 
TENSius, am/ other Servants to Timok'« Creditor*^ vtaitin^ 
hi* coining out. 

Far. Serv, Well met ; good-moiTow, Titus and Hor- 
tensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius ? 
What, do we meet together f 

Luc. Serv. Ay, and, I think. 
One business does command us all ; for mine 
Is money. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Philotus. 

Luc. Serv. And sir 
Philotus too ! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 
What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. Serv. So much ? 

Phi. Is not my lord seen yet ? 

Luc. Serv. Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on*t ; he was wont to shine at seven. 

Luc.Ser. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter with him : 
You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun's ;* but not, like his, recoverable. 
I fear, 

*Tis deepest winter in lord Timon's purse ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little.7 

PhL I am of your fear for that. 

THt. ril show you how to observe a strange event. 
Your lord sends now for money. 

Hor. Most true, he does. 

Tit, And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift. 
For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart. 

Liic» Serv. Mark, how strange it shows, 

[6] That i>« like him in bUxe and iplendoar. 

"^ Soles occTdere dt fedlr* ptttaxHL^ Cam. JOItlfft '; 

i7} still periiaM alluding to the cftctt cf wlMef,fte|n|e i»ViiM«HflB_rQ 
malt are obliged to seek their tcnntr pcoriiioQ thwm&ep^timam *** ^aal 
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Timon in this shoolcl pay more than be owes : 
And e*en as if your lord should wear rich jeweUt 
And send for money for 'em. 

Hor, I am weary of this charge, * the gods can witneu : 
I know, my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth. 
And now in gratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

1 Far. Serv. Yes, mine's three thousand crowns ; 
What's yours ? 

Lue. Serv, Five thousand mine. 

1 Far. Serv. 'Tis much deep : and it should seem by 
the sum, 
Your master's confidence was above mine ; 
Else, surely, his had equall'd. 

Enter Fl.\minius. 

Tit. One of lord Timon 's men. 

Luc. Serv. Flaminius ! sir, a word : 'Pray, is my lord 
ready to come forth i 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordship ; 'pray, signify so much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that ; he knows, you are 
too diligent. [£xi/. 

Enter Flavius in a cloaks muffled. 

Luc. Serv. Ha ! is not that his steward muffled so f 
Hegoes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

lit. Do you hear, sir f 

1 Far. Serv. By your leave, sir,— 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend f 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir* 

Flav. Ay, 
If money were as certain as your waiting, 
'Twere sure enough. Why then preferred you not 
Your sums and bills, when your false masters eat 
Of my lord's meat f Then they could smile, and fttwa 
Upon his debts, and take down th' interest 
Into their gluttonous maws; You do yourselves bat wrong. 
To stir me up ; Let me pass quietly : 
Believe't, my lord and I have made an end ; 
I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve. 

Flav. If 'twill not, 
Tis not so base as you ; For vou serve knaves. lExit. 

1 Far, Serv. How ! what does his cashier'd worship 
mutter ? 

l%2 ThK li^ of tkii $mmhsiM, of th» mployment. |OHNS^ 
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2 Far, Serv, No matter what ; he's poor, and that's 
revenge enough. Who can speak broader than he that 
has no house to put his head in ^ Such may rail against 
great buildings. 

Enter Servilius. 

Tit. O, here's Servilius ; now we shall know 
Some answer. 

^ Ser, If I might beseech you, gentlemen. 
To repair some other hour, I should much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my soul. 
My lord leans wond'rously to discontent. 
His comfortable temper has forsook him ; 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Luc, Ser, Many do keep theit chambers, are not sick ^ 
And, if it be so far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser, Good gtxis ! 

Tit, We can|pt take this for an answer, sir. 

I^lam, [wit/iin,'] Servilius, help !— my lord ? my lord ?-* 

£nter Tim on, in a rag^e ; Flamihivs following; 

Tim, What, are my doors opposM against my passaged 
Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 
The place, which I have feasted, does it now. 
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart f 

Luc. Serv, Put in now, Titus* 

Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc. Serv. Here's mine. 

Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord. 

Both Far. Serv. And ours, my lord. 

PAi. All our bills. 

Tim, Knock mc down with 'em :^ cleave me to the 
girdle. 

Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord,— 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. . 

TYm. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowBs, my knrd. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays- that.— 
What yours f— and yours t 

1 Fa r, Serv. My lord,— 

I I ■ III — .^1^— — ■ ■ — »--■ 

[81 TimoD eatchet at the word tilist and ai}adM to cli« Uiit or h 
wniOk tiae ancient toldicnr tarritd, and tr«» itUl inA ^ As 
Shakspeare'i time. STEEV. \ 

4^ rOL, YiU 
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2 Far. Serv. My lord, 

7Ym.Tear iiie,Uke me.aDd the gods fall oo pm\ IMxH, 

Hot, 'Faith, I perceive our masters roaf throw their 

caps at their money ; these debts may well be called 

desperate ones, for a madman owe^ 'em. [Ejpcunt, 

Rc'cnter Timon ancf Flavius. 

TVm. They have e'en put my breath from me» tho 
slaves: 
Creditors !-»deviXs. 

Flav, My dear lord.— - 

Tim. What if it should be so ? 

Flarv, My lord» 

Tim, rii have it so ^— My steward ! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

27m. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again. 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all : 
I'll once more feast the rascals. 

Flav. O my lord, 
You only speak from your distracted soul ; 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be't not in thy care ; go, 
I charge thee ; invite them all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and 1*11 provide, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENF^ V. 

Thi same. The SenateSoute, The Senate eitting. Enter Al« 

CIBIADB8, attended* 

1 Sen, My lord, you have my voice to it ; the laidt's 
Bloody ; 'tis necessary he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 

2 Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 

Mcib, Honour, health, and compassion to the senate ^ 

1 Sen, Now, captain ? 

Mcib, I am an humble suitor to your virtues ; 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 
And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 
It pleases time, and fortune, to He heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood. 
Hath stepp'd into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
He is a man, setting his fate aside, i 

rn ?ntting thfs action of hiif wbteh was pre-determined byf«ie,o«t«f 
the^atstioii. STEEV. 
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Of comely virtues ; 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice ; 

(An honour in him, which buys out his fault,} 

But, with a noble fury, and fair spirit. 

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death» 

He did oppose his foe : 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 

He did behave his anger,* ere 'twas spent, 

As if he had but provM an argument. 

1 Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox, ^ 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair: 
Your words have took such pains, as if they labour'^ 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed. 
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly born : 
He's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe ; and make his wrongs 
His outsides ; wear them like his raiment, carelessly ; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring It into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly 'tis, to hazard life for ill f 

Mcib, My lord, — 

1 Sen, You cannot make gross sins look clear ; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me» 
If I speak like a captain.— 
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle, 
And not endure all threatnings f sleep upon it» 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats. 
Without repugnancy i but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad ?<* why then, women are more valiant, 
That stay at home, if bearing^ carry it ; 
And th' ass, more captain than the lion ; the felon, 
Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge. 
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords. 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood } 
To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust ;S 

Unnoted, ioT common, bonnded.->Ar/tavff* for.carb, manage. WARK 
You undertake a paradox roo hard- JOHNSON. 
What do wei or what have wt to do In I he Afield ? JOHNS. 
1 believejruif means rasbccst. The alliuioJi xaxy be to a soddcto mit of 
ST£c.V. 
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But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis roost just.* 
To be in anger, is impiety ; 
Bat who is roan, that is not angry / 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

3 Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Mcib. In vain ? his service done 
At Lacedseroon, and Byzantium, 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen. What's that ? 

Mcib. Why I say, roy lords, h*as done fair service. 
And slain in fight many of your enemies : 
How full of valour did he bear himself 
In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds i 

3 Sen. He has made too much plenty with *ero, he 
Is a sworn rioter \t h'as a sin that often 
Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner : 
If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him : in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages. 
And cherish factions : *Tis inferr'd to us. 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 
(Though his right arm might purchase his own time^ 
And be in debt to none,) yet, more to move yoo, 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both : 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories,* all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life. 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore ; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 S^n. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no more. 
On heieht of our displeasure : Friend, or brother. 
He forreits his own blood, that spills another. 

Mcib. Must it be so ^ it must not be. My lords, 
I do beseech yoU, know roe. 

2 Sen. How i 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What ? 

Mcib. I cannot think, but your age has forgot me ; 



.*mm» 



[61 1 call mercy berself to wimew, that defensitre ▼iolenee is jost. JOB. 
r?} A sworn rioter. Is a m:in who practises riot, at if he had by aa ~' 
madeithfsdaty. JOHNS. ' 

£8] He chargct them obliquely with being onrers. jeHNS» 
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It could not else be, I should prove so base».^ 
To sue, and be denied such common grace : 
My wounds ache at you. 

1 ^cri. Do you dare our anger? 
'Tis in few words, but spacious in effect ; 
We banish thee forever. 

Alcib, Banish me ? 
Banish your dotage ; banish usury. 
That makes the senate ugly. 

1 ^en. If, after two^ days' shine, Athens contain theer 
Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to swell our 

spirit,* 
He shall be executed presently. \^Extunt Senators. 

Mcib. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that you 
may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I am worse than mad : I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest ; I myself, 
Kich only in large hurts ; — All those, for this } 
Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains' wounds i ha ! banishment i 
It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish'd ; 
It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury. 
That I may strike at Athens. IMl cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 
'Tis honour, with most lands to be at odds ; 
Soldiers should brook as little wrongs, as gods. [Exk^ 

SCENE VI. 

A magnificent Room in T i if o ja** Bbutc Music. Tablet eet out : 
Servants attending, JSnter divers Lords at several doors. 

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I think, this honourable 
lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord, Upon that were my thoughts tiring,^ when we 
encountered : I hope, it is not so low with him, as be 
made it seem in the trial of his several friends. 

2 Lord, It should not be, by the persuasion of his new 
feas ting. 

fg] BaM for dithononrcd. WARB. 
I] Not t9 svfeil mr spirit, I WlUve. in««if* not to Mtoundm into anf 
tamour of rage, take onr definitive reaolation* STK£V. 

C2] A hi wk» 1 think> it s»id to tire when she amine* hertfllf with McUag 
a pheasant's wing or any thing th»t iwts her in mioA ofprey. 1^ urt wmaa 
9 thing, therefore* is co be idlf taipioired opon It, JOHflS» ' . . ' .- 
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1 Lord, I should think so : He hath sent tne an eMvett 
inviting, which many my near occasions did urge ne to 
put off ; but he hath conjured me beyond them* and I 
must needs appear. 

2Lord, In like manner was I in debt to my importnnate 
business, but he would not hear my excuse. I am sony, 
when he sent to borrow of me, that my provision was oat. 

1 Lord, I am sick of that grief too, as I understand 
how all things go. 

2 Lord, Every man here's sa What would he have 
borrowed of you ? 

1 Lord, A thousand pieces. 

3 Lord, A thousand pieces ! 
1 Lord. What of you ? 

3 Lord, He sent to me, sir,— Here he comet. 

Enter Tim on, and Mtendanta, 

Tim, With all my heart, gentlemen both :— And how 
fare you ? 

1 Lord, Ever at the best, hearing well of your lordship. 

S Lord, The swallow fd^ows not summer more wil^ 
ling, than we your lordship. 

Tim, [Mide,"] Nor more willingly leaves winter ; tnch 
summer-birds are men.— Gentlemen, our dinner will nol 
recompense this long stay : feast your ears with tha 
music awhile ; if they will fare so harshly on iha trum* 
pet's sound : we shall toH presently. 

1 Lord. I hope, it remains not unkindly with yoar 
lordship,'that 1 returned you an empty messenger. 

Tim, O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lord,— - 

Tim. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer ? 

\The Banquet brougki in. 

2 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e'en sick of 
shame, that, when your lordship this other day sent to 
me, I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on*t, sir. 

3 Lord, If yon had sent but two hours before,<— 
7V77t. Let it not cumber your better remembrance.— 

Come, bring in all together. 

2 Lord. All covered dishes ! 

1 Lord, Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the season caa 

yield it. 
1 Lord. How do you t What's the news f 
^Lord. Alclbiades is banished : Hear you ciilf % 
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1 (^ 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished ! 
3 Lord. ^Tis so, be sure of it. 

1 Lord, How ? liow ? 

2 Zori/. I pray you, upon what ? 

7Ym. My worthy friends, will yon draw near ? 

3 Lord, 111 tell you more anon. Here's a noble feast 
toward. 

3 Lord. This is the old man stilL 

3 Lord. Will't hold ? will't hold ? 

3 Lord. It does : but time will— and so m 

3 Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim. Bach man to his^tool, with that-spor as he would 
to the lip of his mistress: your diet shall be in all places 
aHke. Make not a city feast of it, talet the meat cool 
ere we can agree upon the first place : Sit, sit. The gods 
require our thanks. 

Tw great benqfiuitorst Mpnniie our s^eigifvntktkan^^ Fcr 
your own fdp*» wake yourteive* prxuted : but reserve Hiil to gine^ 
lettyour Mttiet be de*ps*ed. Lend to each man enough^ that one 
need not lend to another g for^ were your godheade to borrow of men, 
men would forsake the godi. Make the meat be beloved, more 
than the man that give* it. Let no anembly of twenty be without 
a ocore ofvillaino .* If there tit twelve wom,en at the table, let a 
dozen of them be — as they are, — The rest of your fees,* O gods^^^ 
the senators of Athens, together with the comm,on lag of people,'-^ 
what h amiss in them, you gods, make suitable for ^struetion. For 
these my Resent fiends, — as they are to me nothing, so in nothing 
bless them, and to nothing they are welcome. 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

^The dishes uneover^d-arefull ofvsarm water. 

Some sfieak. What does hift lordship mean f 

Some other. 1 know not. 

TYm. May you a. better fieast never behold. 
You knot of mouth^friends ! smoke, and Itike-warm water 
Is your perfection.^ This is Timon's last ; 
Who stuck andqnmgled vou with flatteries. 
Washes it tff, and.spdnkles in yoar fiices 

[Throwing' water in tAetr faces. 
Your reeking villainy. Live loathed, and loog, 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Courteous destroyers, af&ble wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher^ friends, time's flies,* 

CaJ We alioald nM'^fits. WAHB. 

ti3 Your per/tfc/f on > is* the highest of yottfexceHeMr. JOVMS. 

fCil Ttm«*4^ea*~S!ie§^m9noon, JORNSft 
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Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minnte-jtckt !^ 
Of man, and beast, the infinite maladyt 
Crust you quite o'er !— What, dost thou go ? 
Soft, take thy physic first — thou too, — and thoo ;— 

^Throws the diahea at them, and drivfM them OM/. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.— 
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no Ceast, 
Whereat a villain's not a welcome euest. 
fiurn, house ; sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! [Exitn 

Re-enter the Lorda^ v>ith other Lords and 8enaiar9. 

1 Lord. How now, my lords M 

3 Lord. Know you the quality of lord TiaiOD*s farjr I 

3 Lord. Pish ! did you see my cap f 

4 Lord. I have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and noaght but hamoor 
sways him. He gave me a jewel the other day« and now 
he has beat it out of my hat :— Did yon ice my jewel f 

4 Lord. Did you see my cap ? 

2 Lord. Here 'tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let's make no stay. 

2 Lord. Lord Timoii's mad. 

3 Lord. I feel't upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day be gives us diamonds, next day 

stones. lExeuui, 



ACT IV. 

SCENE h^fTtthota the Wall* (fAthent. £nier TiMov. 

Tim. LET me lookback upon thee, O thoa wall. 
That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in the earth. 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children ! slaves, and fools. 
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the benck. 
And minister in their steads ! to general filths 
Convert o'-the instant, green virginity ! 
Do't in your parent's- eyes ! bankrupts, hold fint ; 
Rather than render back, ont with yoar knives, 

t6] A minut&'fack b what was formerly a Jack cf tht clpckhtust ; w Im- 
age wlKMe office was the same at one of thote at St. Dnmtan'i dnrdh. Im 
note K. Richard III- Vol. V* p 73- a* 6. 

£7] Every'kindof dUea^e incident to man and beait. JOHNS. 

C t] IhM an J the next ipsech arev<)ken bf the newly arrivedWdi. MAL* 
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And cat your trusters' throats ! Bound servants, steal ! 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are, 
And pill by law ! maid, to thy master's bed ; 
Thy mistress is o'the brothel '. son of sixteen. 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from the old limping sire, 
With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood. 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 
Decline to your confounding contraries. 
And yet confusion live !^ — Plagued, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! Thou cold sciatica. 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive. 
And drown themselves in riot ! itches, blains. 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop 
Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath ; 
That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing I'll bear from thee. 
But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns ! * 
Timon will to the woods.; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all,) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high, and low ! 
Amen. lExit, 

SCENE II. 

Athens. A Room in TtHO tsi's Rouse* £nti^ TlIlvivs* v)ith 

tV3o or three Servants, ^ 

1 Ser. Hear you, master steward, where's our master ? 
Are we undone ? cast off f nothing remaining ? 

[9] Though by sach confusion all things teem to hasten to dissohition, yet 
let not dtssolatioa come, bat the inUeries t>f confosioa continoo. JOHNS. 

CI J Accumulated curses. Multipfyinj for multiplied c the Mtive partici- 
ple with a passive signification. ST££y. 

t23 Nothing contributes more to the exaltation of Timon's character than 
the zeal and fidelity of his servants. Nothing but real virtue can be honoiff'- 
«d by domestics ; nothing but imparti^ kindness can ssUn afibction from 
dle^dants. JOHNS. * 

5 VOL. VXI. 
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Flarv, Alack, my feHows, what should I say to you ? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

1 Serv. Such a house broke \ 

So noble a master fallen ! all gone ! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him. 

2 Serv. As we do turn our backs 

From our companion, thrown into his grave ; 

So his familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him. 

Like empty purses pick'd : and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air. 

With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty, 

Walks, like contempt, alone. — More of our fellow*. 

Enter other Servants, 
Flav, All broken implements of a ruin'd house. 

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery. 
That see I by our faces ; we are fellows still. 
Serving alike in sorrow : Leak'd is our bark ; 
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the surges threat : we must all part 
Into this sea of air. 

Flav. Good fellows all. 
The latest of my wealth Til share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake. 
Let's yet be fellows ; let's shake our heads, and say. 
As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes. 
We have seen better days. Let each take some ; 

^Giving them money. 
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more : 
Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. \^Exe,Serv2 
— O, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us !• 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt. 
Since riches pout to misery and contempt i 
Who'd be so mockM with glory ? or to live 
But in a dream of friendship ? 
To have his pomp, and all what state compounds^ 
But only painted, like his varnish'd friends ^ 
Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart ; 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood, ^ 
When man's worst sin is, he does too much good ! 

Ta] Tierce^l believe, is hereased fcr. hasty, precipitate. STEEV. 
tsj Throoghottt these plays blood U frequently used in the sense of nitftmi 
?»rQpeRsity or disposition. MA.L. 






ACf ir, TIMON OF AT1U11I&. 51 

Who then dares to be half so kind again ? 

For bounty* that makes gods, does still mar men. ^ 

My dearest lord, — bless'd>, to be most accurs'd. 

Rich, only to be wretched ; — thy great fortunes 

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord ! 

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful seat 

Of monstrous friends : nor has he with him to 

Supply his life, or that which can command it. 

I'll follow, and inquire him out : 

I'll serve hi& mind with my best will ; 

Whilst I have gold, I'll be his steward still. [ JS^ceV. 

SCENE iir. 

7%e Woods. Enter TiMOtsr. 

Tim, O blessed breeding sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb* 
Infect the air ! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,-— 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth. 
Scarce is dividant, — touch them with several fortunes ; 
The greater scorns the lesser : Not nature, 
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune. 
But by contempt of nature. ^ 
Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord ; 
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary. 
The beggar native honour. 
It is the pasture lards the brother's sides, 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares. 
In purity of manhood stand upright. 
And say. This man's a fiatterer ? if one be, 
So are they all ; for every grize of fortune^ 
Is smooth'd by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ; 
There's nothing level in our cursed natures. 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men ! 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind ! — Earth, yield me roots ! 

C5] That \ti the moon's^ this sablansiry world. JQHIVS. 

j;6] The meaning I talK to be thit : Brother, when hit fortune is enlar^^ed, 
wUl sconf brother ; for this is the general depravity of homan natnre« whi^h, 
besieged as it is by misery, admonished as it is or want »nd imperfection, 
when elevated by fortane«will despite beings of nMure like itt owii» JOHNS. 

CrI Cri%9 for step or degree. POPE. ^ 
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Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his ptlate 

With thy most operant poison ! What is here ^ 

Gold .^ yellow, gliiteriog, precious gold r No, gods* 

I am no idle votarist." Roots, you clear heavens ! 

Thus much of this, will make black, white ; foul, fftir ; 

Wrong, r'ght ; base, noble ; old, young ; coward, valiant. 

Ha, you j^ods ! why this ? What this, you gods ? Why this 

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides ;* 

Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads. ^ 

This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accurs'd ; 

Make the hoar leprosy ador'd ; place thieves. 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With senators on the bench : this is it. 

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again ;* 

She, whom the spital-house, and ulcerous sores 

Would cast the gorge at, this enbalros and spices 

To the April day again. ^ Come, damned earth. 

Thou common whore of mankind, that put'st odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right nature.* — [A/arcA afar off,'\ — Ha ! a 

drum ? — Thou'rt quick,* 
But yet Pll bury thee. Thou*lt go, strong thief. 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand : — 
Nay, stay thou out for earnest. \^K€efiing some gold. 

Enter Alcibiau'es, viith drum and Jife, in Hvarliie manner i 

PllRYNIA anc^TlMANURA. 

Mcib, What art thou there ? 
Speak. 

7Vm. A beast as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart. 
For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Mcib, What is thy name i Is man so hateful to thee. 
That art thyself a man ? 

Ti m. I am misanthrofioa^ and hate mankind. _. 

[8] No insincere or inconstant supplicant. Gold will not serve me inttead 
of roots. JOHNS. 

[9] Aristophanes^ in his Platus, Act V, Scene 7, makes the priest of Jto* 
piter Jesert his service to live with Platus. WARB. 

[i] Men who have strength yet remaining to struggle with thrir distem* 
per. This allades to an old custom of drawing away the pillow from under 
the heads of men In their last agonies^ to make their departure the easier. 

WARB. 

[23 The wappened widow is one who is no longer alive to those pleasures^ 
the desire of which was her first inducement to marry. HENLEY. 

[3] That is, to the wedding day* called by the poet* satirically* April davt 
or Pool's day. JOHNS. j f 7 

[4] Lie in the earth where nature laid thee. JOHNS. 

C^j Thou hast life and motion in thee. JOHNSa 
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For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog» 
That I might love thee something. 

Alcib, I know thee well ; 
* But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and strange. 

Tim\ know thee too; and more, than that I know thee,. 
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ; 
With man*s blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 
Then what should war be ^ This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword, \ 

For all her cherubin look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off ! 

Tim. I will not kiss thee ; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Alcib, How came the noble Timoo to this change ^ 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I could not, like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of. . ' 

Mcib, Noble Timon, 
What friendship may I do thee ? 

Tim. None, but to 
Maintain my opinion. 

jilcib. What is it, Timon ? 

Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none : If^ 
Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee,6 for 
Thou art a man ! if thou dost perform, confound thee,. 
For thou'rt a man ! 

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries. 

Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity. 

jilcib, I see them now ; then was a blessed time. 

Tim, As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Tima7i. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world> 
Voic'd so regardfuUy i 

Tim, Art thou Timandra ?' 

Timan. Yes. 

7Vm.Be a whore still ! they love thee not,that use the»^; 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours : season the slaves 
For tubs, and baths ; bring down rose-cheeked' youth< 
To the tub-fast, and the diet. 

Timan, Hang thee, monstei> ! 

Mcib, Pardon him, sweet Timandra ; for his wits ' 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities.— 

[6] That is, however thoo may'st act, tinct ttaoatrt 
wish thee evil. JOHNS. 

•5* VOL, VII. 
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I have but little gold of late, brave Timoo, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev*d« 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states » 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them«— 

Tim, I pr*ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gooe. 

jilcib. 1 am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Tiroon. 

7Vm. How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost trouble ? 
I had rather be alone. 

jilcib. Why, fare thee well :, 
Here's some gold for thee. 

TTim. Keep't, I cannot eat it. 

Mcib, When I have laid proud Athens on a heap,— 

Tim, Warr*st thou 'gainst Athens ^ 

jilcib. Ay, Tim on, and have cause. 

Tim. The gods coi^found them alii 'thy conquest; and 
Thee after, when thou hast conquer'd ! 

jllcib. Why me, Timon ? 

Tim, That, 
Bv killing villains, thou wast born to conquer 
My country. 

Put up thy gold ; Go on, — here's goId,-»go on ; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jo\e 
Will o'er some high-vic'd city hang his poison 
In the sick air.? Let not thy sword skip one : 
i^ity not honoui'd age for his white heard. 
He s an usurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron ; 
It is her habit only that is honest, 
Herself's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those milk-paps* 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes. 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ. 
Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe. 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy ; 
Thiok it a bastard,' whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut. 
And mince it sans remorse : Swear against objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, . ' 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy soldiers : 
Make larfje confusion ; and. thy fury spent, 

fr] This is wonder folly ittblime and picturesque. WARB. 
;;8J An allusion to the tale of Oedipus. WARB^ 



Acr ir. TIMON OP ATHENS, 5S 

Confounded be thyself ! Speak not, be gone. 

Alcib. Hast thou gold yet ? Til take the gold thou 
giv'st me. 
Not all thy counsel. 

Tim, Dost thou, or dost thou not, heave&'s Gurs^ up- 
on thee ! 

Phry. and Timan. Give us some gold, good Timon : 
Hast thou more t 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts. 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable, — 
Although, I know, youMl swear, terribly swear. 
Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues. 
The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your oaths, i 

I'll trust to your conditions :» Be whores still ; /*^ 

And he whose pious breath seeks to coYivert you. 
Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up ; 
Let your close fire predominate his smoke. 
And be no turncoats : Yet may your pains, six months, 
Be quite contrary : * And thatch you poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead ;* — some that were hang'd. 
No matter : — wear them, betray with them : whore still ; 
Paint till a horse may mire upon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles ! 

Phyr. Isf Timan. Well, more gold ; — What then F-^ 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim, Consumptions sow 
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins. 
And mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more false title plead. 
Nor sound his quillets shrilly : Hoar the flamen,^ 
That scolds against the quality of flesh. 
And not believes himself : down with his nose, 
Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee, 

- - Tl 

Coj Yoa need not swear to continue whores, I will trust to yonr inclina- 
tions. JOHNS. 

Ci] 1 believe this means,—' Yet for ha>f the year at least, may yoa soffev 
•Qch panishment as is inflicted on strampets in hooses of correction.' STEE. 

[2] About the year i i^^s, when the fashion was first introdaced in England 
of wearing more hair than was ever the produce of a single head, it was dan* 
gercns for any child to ^o aboot, as nothing was more common than tbr wo- 
men to entice such as h^d fine locks into private ptaces^and there to cut them 
•fn I have this in formation from Stubbs' Anatomy of Abates, which I bava 
often quoted on the article of dress. STEEV. 

[3] This may mean. Give the flamen (he boar lepro«y. Ai bcfbrc !• tfA^ 
ptoy>" Make tke hoar leprosy adored." ST££V. ^ 
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Smells from the general weal :^ Make curl'd-pate ntf- 

fians bald ; 
And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you : Plague all ; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection. — There's more gold :— 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you. 
And ditches grave you all !* 

Phr. and Timan, More counsel with more money, 
bounteous Tinion. 

Tim. More whore, more mischief first ; I have givea 
you earnest. 

Alcih, Sti-ike up the drum towards Athens. Fare* 
well, Timon ; 
If I thrive well, I'll visit thee again. 

77m. If I hope well, I'll never see thee more. 

Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

Tim, Yes, thou spok'st well of me. 

jilcib, Call'st thou that harm ^ 

Tim, Men daily find it such. Get thee away. 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib, We but oflfend him. — 
Strike. [Drum beats, £xe,\LiiB.VBRY,andTinAi 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man's unkindness. 
Should yetbe hungry ! — Common mother,thou,[jD/^5^*if^. 
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle. 
Whereof, thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd. 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue. 
The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd worm,* 
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven ^ 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate. 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root ! 
Ensear thy fertile and con ceptio us womb, 

([4] The metaphor is apparently incong^raons^ but the sense is good. To 
fortiee hii partictU«r» is to proviae for his private advantaffe, for wludiAr 
ieav9S the right scent ofjmblic good. In hunting, when hares bslve crocsM one 
anochety it is common for some of the hounds to smell from tht general tteal* 
and foresee their own particular. Shaksprare, who appears to have hem 
a skilful sportsman, and has alluded often to falconry, perhaps, alludes here 
to banting. JOHNS. 

C5I To rr<i'!^ IS to entomb. The word in now obsolete, though sometimes 
used by Snakspeare and his contemporary authors. To ungrave, was Uke- 
wise to turn out of a grave. ST£ E V. 

[6] Eyeless venomM worm ;— the serpent, which we« from the smallncit 
of his eyes, call the blind nvorm and the Latin, cmcilia. JOHNS. 

Ct] By crisp» perhaps Shakspeare means curl'd, from the appearance of tht 
cloQOS. In the Tempest, Ariel talks of riding 

" On the carl'd clouds/' STEET. 
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Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented !— O, a root, — Dear thanks ! 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas ; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts,^ 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind^ 
That from it all consideration slips !' — 

Enter Apemantus. 
More man ? plague ! plague \ 

jlfiem, I was directed hither. Men report. 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use then^i 

TYfw. 'Tis then, because thou dost not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate : Consumption catch thee ! 

Afiem. This is in thee a nature but afibcted ; 
A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade ? this place f 
This slave-like habit ^ and these looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft ; 
Hug their diseased perfumes,* and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper, i 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee» 
And let his very breath, whom thou*lt observe. 
Blow off thy cap ; praise hrs most vicious strain. 
And call it excellent : Thou wast told thus ; 
Thou gav'st thine ears, like tapsters, that bid welcome 
To knaves, and all approachers : 'Tis most just, 
That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou wealth again. 
Rascals should have't. Do not assume my likeness. 

Tim, Were I like thee, I'd throw away myself. 

Afiem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool : What, ihinl&'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 
Will put thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss'd trees, 
That have out-liv*d the eagle, ^ page thy heels, 

[8J) The sense is this ; " O nature ! cease to produce men, ensear thy wombf 
but if thoa wilt continue to produce them, at least cease to pamper them ; 
dr^ up thy marrows, on which they fatten with unctuous morsels, thy vines, 
which ^ve them liquorish draughts, and thy plougK>torri leas." JOHNS. 

C9} Diseased, perfumed mistresses. MALONE. 

CO The cunning of a carper is the insidious art of a critick. Shame not 
these woods by coming here to find fault. STEEV. 

(3J Jptiia scnectus is a proverb. The great age of this bird has been as- 
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And skip when thou point'st out ? Will the cold l}rook» 

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, . 

To cure thy o'er-night's surfeit f call the creatares»— 

Whose naked natures live in all the spite 

Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoused trui|ki» 

To the conflicting elements expos'd, 

Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee ; 

O ! thou Shalt find 

TYm. A fool of thee : Depart. 

Afiem, I love thee better now than e*er I did. 

Tim, I hate thee worse. 

Afiem. Why ? 

Tinu Thou flatter'st misery. 

Afiem, I flatter not ; but say, thou art a caitiff. 

Tim, Why dost thou seek me out ? 

Aficm, To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Dost please thyself in*t ? 

Afiem. Ay. 

Tim. What ! a knave too ? 

Afiem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; thou'dst courtier be agaiui 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before :' 
The one is filling still, never complete ; ^ 
The other, at high wish. Best state, contentless. 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being. 
Worse than the worst, content.* 
Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable.'^ 

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miserable. 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clasp'd ; but bred a dog.* 
^Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath,? proceeded 

certained from the circumstance of its always building its eyrie or nest i* 
the same place. STEEV. 

[3] Arrives sooner at high nvish ; that is, at the completion of itt wiahai. 

JOHNS* 

£41 Best states contentless have a wretched being, a being worse dun that 
ofthe worst states that are content. JOHNS. 

[5] Alluding to the word Gvnic, of which sect Apemantns was; WABB. 

[6] There is in this speecn a sullen haughtiness, and malignant dBgnlqr* 
suitable at once to the lord and the man-hater. The impatience with whin 
he bears to have his luxury reproached by one that never had Inxory tKtWli 
his reach, is natural and gracera).— -There is in a letter .written by the cart 
of Essex, just before his execution, to another nobleman, a passage s(MM> 
what resembling tlus, with which, I believe every reader will l»e pleaae^ 
though it is so serious and solemn that it can scarcely be inserted wldMMl 
iirevercnce, '< God grant your lordship may quickly fed ths MipfiNl; 1 9/9^ 
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The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 

To such as may the passive drugs of it 

Freely command, thou wouldst have plung'd thyself 

In general riot ; melted down thy youth 

In different beds of lust ; and never learn'd 

The icy precepts of respect, but foUow'd 

The sugar*d game before thee. But myself. 

Who had the world as my confectionary ; 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 

At duty, more than I could frame employment ; 

That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves / 

Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 

Fell from their boughs, and left roe open, bare 

For every storm that blows ;— I, to bear this. 

That never knew but t»etter, is some burden : 

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 

Hath made thee hard in't. Why shouldst thou hate mea ? 

They never flatter'd thee : What hast thou giv'ii ? 

If thou wilt curse,— thy father, that poor rag,* 

Must be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff 

To some she beggar, and compounded thee 

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone !— 

If thou hadst not been born the worst of men, 

Thou hadst been a knave, and flatterer.^ 

Afiem, Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim* Ay, that I am not thee. 

Jlfiem, I, that I was 
No prodigal. 

Tim, I, that I am one now ; 
Were all the wealth I have, -shut up in thee^ 

enjoy in my unfeigned conversion^ but that you may never feel the V>rments 
I have soflfered for my long delaying it. I had none bat deceivers to call upon 
me* to wh(Mn I said* if my ambititm could have entered irfi^o their narrow 
breasts, they would not have been so humble ; or if my delights ^d been 
once tasted by them diey would not have been so precise. But your lordship 
hath one to call upon you, that knoweth what it is you now enjiy ; and what 
the g^reatest fruit and end is of all contentment that this world can afford. 
Think, therefore, dear earl, that I have staked and buoyed all the ways of 
pleasure unto yoo, and left them a^ sea-marks fcr you to keep the channel of 
religiow virtue. For shut your eyes never so long, they must be open at 
the last, and then yoa must say with me, there is no peace to the ungodly." 

50HNS, 

{f\ From infancy, ^math is the dress of a newobom child. JOHNS. 

foj The lowest of the people are yet called tag, rag* tec. MAL. 

{9] Dryden has quoted two verses of Virgil to show hOw well he could 
have written satires. Sh^kspeare has here given a specimen t)f the same 
power by a line beyond all bitterness, in which Timon tells Apemantus, that 
ne hod not virtue enough for the vices whieh he condemns. I have lieard 
Mr. Burke commend the subtilty of discrimination with which Shakspeare 
distinauishes the present character of Timon from that of Apemantus, WlMm 
toTtt^r eyes he would now resemble. jO HNS. 
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I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.— 

That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 

Thus would 1 eat it. [Eating a root, 

jifiem. Here ; I will mend thy feast. 

[Offering him aomething, 

Tim, First mend my company, take away thy sell 

Afiem, So I shall mend mine own, by the lack of thine. 

Tim, * Tis not well mended so, it is but botch'd ; 
If not, I would it were. 

jifiem. What wouldst thou have to Athens } 

Tim, Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt. 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have. 

Afiem. Here is no use for gold. 

Tim, The best, and truest : 
For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Afiem, Where ly'st o*nights, Timon ? 

Tim, Under that's above me. 
Where feed'st thou o'days, Apemantus ^ 

Afiem, Where my stomach finds meat ; or, rather, 
where I eat it. 

77m.' Would poison were obedient,and knew my mind'l 

Aftem, Where wouldst thou send it ? 

Tim, To sauce thy dishes. 

Afiem. The middle of humanity thou never knewest, 
but the extremity of both ends : When thou wast in thy 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too much 
curiosity ; ' in thy rags thou knowest none, but art des- 
pised for the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it 

Tim, On what I hate, I feed not. 

Afiem, Dost hate a medlar i 

Tim, Ay, though it look like thee. 

Afiem. An thou hadst hated medlers sooner, thoa 
shouldst have loved thyself better now. What man didst 
thou ever know unthrift,that was beloved after his ineansf 

Tim, Who, without those means thou talkest of, 
didst thou ever know beloved ^ 

Afiem, Myself. 

Tim. I understand thee ; thou hadst some means to 
keep a dog. 

Afiem, What things in the world Canst thou nearest 
compare to thy flatterers ^ 

Tim, Women nearest ; but men, men are the tUngs 
themselves. What wouldst thou do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

X.\1 For too moch finical delicacy. WARB. 
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Afiem, Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim, Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the confusion 
of men, and remain a beast with the beasts f 

jifiem. Ay, Timon . 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant thee 
to attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox would begoile 
thee : if tl^u wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee : if 
thou wert the fox,thelioo would suspect thee, when, per- 
ad venture, thou wert accused by the ass : if thou wert the 
ass,thy dulness would torment thee; and still thou livedst 
but as a breal^fastto the wolf: if thou wert the wolf, thy 
greediness would aiRict thee, and oft thou shouldst haz- 
ard thy life for thy dinner : wert thou the unicorn, pride 
and wrath would confound thee, and make thine own self 
the conquest of thy fury :* wert thou a bear, thoa 
wouldst be killed by the horse ; wert thou a horse, thoa 
wouldst be seized by the leopard ; wert thou a leopard^ 
thou wert german to the lion, and the spots of thy kindred 
were jurors on thy life :' all thy safety were remotion ; 
and thy defence, absence. What beast couldst thou be, 
that were not subject to a beast ^ and what a beast art 
thou already, that seest not thy loss in transformation ? 

Jifiem, If thou couldst please me with speaking to 
me, thou might'st'have hit upon it here : The common- 
wealth of Athens is become a forest of beasts. 

Tim, How has the ass broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the city } 

Afiem, Yonder comes a poet, and a painter. The 
plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to 
catch it, and give way : When I know not what else to 
do, IMl see thee again. 

Tim, When there is nothing living but thee, thoa 
shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than 
Aperaantus. 

Jifiem, Thou art the cap of all the focds alive. ^ 

Tim, 'Would thou wert clean enough, to spit upon. 

Afiem, A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curse. 

Tim, All villains, that do stand by thee, are pure. 

-''■■ • ■■ ■■%>.■■ II 

£23 The account given of the unioom is this : that be and the lion heinjr 
enemies l>y natare* as soon as the lion sees the onicom* he betaikes himseit 
to a tree : the ooicorn in his fury, and with all the swifkness of his co«r»e« 
Tanning at him* sticks his horn fast in the tree» and tlien the lion ftJIs upon 
htm« and kills him. Gtmir'i HisU Jbumat, See note on fuliui Ctsar, p. 2 «. 
n. I. HANMER. 

C3] This seems to be an allusion to the Torkisb poller : 
" Bears* like the Turk, no brother near the dirone.''— 9ope. STEEVI. 

C4] The tap the prtneipai. The remaining dUtotoe hai more maUgniry 
than wit. JOHNS. 

6 VOL. VII. 
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jifiem. There is no leprosy but what thou speak'st 

Tim, If I name thee. — 
I'll beat thee, — but I should infect my hands. 

Afiem, I would, my tongue could rot them off ! 

Tim, Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; 
l.swoon to see thee. 

Ap,em, 'Would -thou wouldst burst ! 

Tim, \yfSLy^ 
Thou tedious rogue ! J am sorry, I shall lose 
A< stone by thee. IThroxoa a stone at him* 

jf/iem. Beast ! 

Tim. Slave ! ' 

jifiem. Toad ! 

Tim, Rogue, -rogue, rogue ! 

TApemantus retreatS'backwardy as going, 
I am sick of this.false world ; and will love nought 
Bat even the mere necessities upon it. 
Then, Timon, i>resently prepare thy grave.; 
Lie where.-the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave^stone daily : make thine epitaph. 
That death in me at others* lives may lai^h. 
Q thou sweet king-kiUer, and dear divorce 

[Looking on the gold, 
'Twixt natural son and- sire f^thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd, and delicate wooer. 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies .on Dian's lap !^ thou visible god, 
Thatsolder^t .close impossibilities^ 
And make them kiss ! that speak'st with every tongue, 
1^ every purpose ! Ofthou touch- of hearts !« 
Think, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world ^in empire ! 

Afiem. 'Would 'twere so ;— 
But not till I am dead !<^ril say, thon hast gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd to shortly. 
Tim, Throng'd to? 
.Ahem, Ay. 

Tim, Thy back, I pr'ythee. 
^fiem, Liye, and love thy misery ! 
TVm.Long liveso,andso die ! — lam quit. [Exit hv¥.^i, 

{151 The imagery is here exquisitely beautiful and sublime. WARS. 
1,6] Touch ioTtmehittne, 8TEEV. 
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—More thingslike men ? — Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 

Enter Thieves, 

1 Thief. Where should he have this gold f It is some 
poor fragment, some slender ort of his remainder : The 
mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends, 
drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief, It is noised, he hath a mass of treasure. 

3 Thief, Let us make the assay upon him ; if he car^ 
not for't, he will supply us easily ; If he covetously re- 
serve it, how shairs get it ? 

2 Thief True ; for he bears it not about him, 'tis hid. 

1 TMef Is not this he ^ 
Thieves, Where ? 

2 Thief 'Tis his description. 

3 Thi^, He ; I know him. 
Thieves, Save thee, Timon* 
Tim, Now, thieves ? 
Thieves, Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim, Both too ; and women's sons. 

7Viieves,We are not thieves,but men thatmuch do want- 

Tim, Your greatest want is, you want much of meat. 
Why should you want t Behold, the earth hath roots ;7 
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 

1 Thief, We cannot live on grass, on berries, water, 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

TVm.Nor onthe beasts them8elves,the birds,and Rshes ; 
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con. 
That you are thieves profess'd; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited professions. S' Rascal thieves. 
Here's gold': Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape^ 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth, 
And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician ; 
His antidotes are poisour and he slays 
More than you rob : take wealth and lives together ; 
Do villainy, do, since you profess to do't. 
Like workmen. I'll example you with thiievery ; 

pr] " Vile olus> et darts hserent'ia mora rubetis* 

Pagnantis stomachi composuere famem : 

Flamine vicino stoltus sitit." 
1 db not suppose these to be imitations, but only to be similar thoughts on 
similar occasions. JOHNS. 

C8J Regaiarlyf orderly professions. MAL. 



i 



§4 TIMON OV ATHENS. ACT IV. 

The bqq's a thief, and with his great attractibn 
Robs the vast sea : the moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun : 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief. 
That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief ; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yoprselves ; away ; 
Rob one another. There's more gold : Cut throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go. 
Break open shops ; nothing can you steal, 
But thieves do lose it : Steal not less, for this 
I give you ; and gold confound you howsoever ! 
Amen. [Tim on retirea to his cave. 

' 3 Thief, He has almost charmed me from my pro- 
fession, by persuading me to it. 

1 Thief, 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus 
advises us ; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

3 Thief, I'll believe him as an enemy, and give over 
my trade. 

1 Thief, Let us first see peace in Athens : There is no 
time so miserabie»but a man may be true. \_Exe, Thieves, 

Enter Flavius. 
Flcn). O jrou gods ! 
Is yon despis'd and ruinous man my lord ? 
FuU of decay and failing i O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd .' 
What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made !^ 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends. 
Who cap bring noblest minds to basest ends ! 
How rarely ' does it meet with this time's guise, 
When man was wish'd to love his enemies :> 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me, than those that do !^ 
He has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest grief unto him ; and, as my lord. 
Still serve him w ith my life.— My dearest maste r ! 

Co] An alteration of honour is an alteration oi an honoaraMe state to a state 
•f disgrace. JOHNS. [i j Rarely fov fitly : not for seldom. WARS. 

12} Wish'i means here recommended. REED. 

CSj The sense is. Let me rather woo or caress those that woold mischief, 
that profess to mean me mischief, than those that really do me mischief, 
under false professions of kindness. The Spaniards, I think, have this pro- 
▼erb ; " Defend me from my friends, and from my enemies 1 will defend 
nyietb" Thit prorerb is a wficienc conunent on the passage. JO^NS^ 
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Tim ON come% forward from Mi cave, 

Tim, Awajt'! what art thou? 

2*lav, Have you forgot me, sir f 

Tim, Why dost ask that ^ I have forgot all men ; 
Then, if thou grant'st tbou'rt man, I have forgot thee. 

Flav. An honest poor servant of yours. 

Tim. Then 
I know thee not : I ne'er had honest man 
About me, I ; all that I kept were knaves. 
To serve in meat to villains. 

Flav. The gods are witness. 
Ne'er did poor bteward wear a. truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

Tim, What, dost thou weep i — Come nearer ;— then 
1 love thee» . 
Because thou art a woman, and disclaim'st 
Flinty mankind^; whose eyes do never give. 
But thorough last, and laughter. Pity's sleeping : 
Strange times,that weep with laughing j)ot with weeping,* 

Flav: I beg of you to know me, gqod my lord. 
To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts, 
T'O entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim, Had I a steward so true, so just, and now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My. dangerous nature-wild.^ Let me behold 
Thy face. — Surely, this man was born of woman.-— 
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness, 
Perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake me not,— -bat one ; 
No more, 1 pray, — and he is a steward. — 
How fain would I have -hated alt- mankind. 
And thou redeem^st thyself : But all, save thee» 
I'fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now, than wise ; . 
F^r, by oppressing jmd betraying me. 
Thou might'st have sooner got another service : . 
For many^ SO arrive at second masters. 
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I must ever doubt, though ne*er so sure,) 
Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous,- 
I£ not a usuring kindness ; and as rich men deal gifts, - 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

Plan, No, my most worthy master, in whose breast 

r43 Shakspeare wrote nlli* It altnosv reconciles me to nuinkindi WAKK'^ 
6* VOL. VH* I 
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Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'd too late : 

You should have fpar'd false times, when you did feast : 

Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 

That which J show, heaven knows, is merely love. 

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your food and living : and, believe it, 

My most honoured lord. 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or present, I'd exchange 

For this one wish. That you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Tim, Look thee, 'tis so ! — Thou singly honest man, 
Here, take : — the gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
fiut thus condition'd ; Thou shalt build from men ;' 
Uate all, curse all : show charity to none ; 
But let the famish'd flesh slide from the bone. 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'st to men ; let prisons swallow them, 
Debts wither them : Be men like blasted woods. 
And may diseases lick up their false bloods ! 
And so, farewell, and thrive. 

Flav. O, let me stay, 
And comfort you, my master. 

Tim, If thou hat'st 
Curses, stay not ; fly, whilst thou'rt bless'd and free : 
Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne'er see thee. 

\_Exeunt severally. 



ACT V. 

8€ENE I.— 7%c same. Before Timon'j Ca^. £nter Poet 
and Painter ; Timon behind^ unseen. 

Pain, AS I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
where he abides. 

Poet, What's to be thought of him ? Does the ru- 
mour hold for true, that he is so full of gold f 

Paitz, Certain : Alcibiades reports 'it ; Phrynia and 
Timandra had gold of him : he likewise enriched poor 
straggling soldiers with great quantity : 'Tis said, he 
j^ave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet, Then this breaking of his has been but SL try 
tor his friends. 

/yj u« vrar from human haUtfttioin. JOHNSi 
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Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in Ath- 
ens af^aia, and flourish* with the highest. Therefore, 
tis not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in this sup- 
posed clistress of his : it will show honestly in us; and is 
very likely to load our purposes with what they travel for, 
if it be a just and true report that goes of his having. 

Poet, What have you now to present unto him ^ 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation : only I 
will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet, I mast serve him so too ; tell him of an intent 
that's coming toward him. 

Pain, Good as the best. Promising is the very air o* 
the time : it opens the eyes of expectation : performance 
is ever the duller for his act ; and, but in the plainer and 
simpler kind of people, jthe deed of saying is quite out 
of use. To promise is most courtly and fashionable : 
performance is a kind of will, or testament, which ar- 
gues a great sickness in his judgment that makes it. 

Tim, Excellent workman ! Thou canst not paint a 
man so bad as is thyself. 

Pott, I am thinking, what I shall say I have provided 
for him : It must be a personating of himself : 7 a satire 
against the softness of prosperity : with a discovery of 
the infinite flatteries that follow youth and opulency. 

Tim, Must thou needs stand for a villain in thine own 
work ^ Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? 
Do so, I have gold for thee. 

Poet, Nay, let*s seek him : 
Then do we sin against our own estate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True ; 
When the day serves, before black-corner'd night. 
Find what thou want'st by free and offer'd light. 
Come« 

Tim, ril meet you at the turn. What a god's gold. 
That he is worshipp'd in a baser temple. 
Than where swine feed ! 

'TIS thou that rigg'st the bark, and plough'st the foam ; 
Settlest admired reverence in a slave : 
To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
'Fit I do meet them. [Advancing'. 

[63 This aliosion is scriptural, and occurs in Psalm xcil. 11. *• Tbe ri|A> 
teoQs shall flourish like a fialm tree." STEEV. 

[7*1 Personating for representing simply. For the toljlc ct Of tfUl 
9iXU9'wuT\motk'%case,aot'bi$perwii "WABiB, 
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Poet* Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pain, Our late noble master. 

7Vm. Have I once liv'd to see two honest men i 

Poet. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty tasted, 
Hearing you were retir*d, your friends fall'n off. 
Whose thankless natures— O abhorred spirits ! 
Kot all the M^hips of heaven are large enough-^ 
What ! to you ! 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and infiuence 
To their whole being ! Tni rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

77m. Let it go naked, men may see't the better : 
You, that are honest, by being what you are. 
Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain. He, and myself. 
Have travell'd in the great shower of your gift»< 
And sweetly felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our service. 

Tim. Most honest men ! Why, how shall I requite you I 
Can youeat roots, and drink cold water ^ no. 

Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you service. 

Tim. You are honest men : You have beard that I 
have gold ; 
I am sure, you have : speak truth : yeu are hone.^t mem 

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord ; but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men : — Thou draw'st a counterfeit 
Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit'st most lively. 

Pain: So, so, my lord. 

Tim. Even so, sir, as I say :— And, for thy fiction* 

' ITo the Poet. 

Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and smooth. 
That thou art even natural in thine art.— 
But, for all this, my honest-natur'd friends, 
I must needs say, you have a little fault : 
Marry, 'tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I» 
You take much pains to mend: 

Both. Beseech your honour. 
To make it known to us. 

Tim. You'll take it iU. 

Both, Most tfaankfoUy, my lord. 
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Tim. WiU you. indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, wonhy lord» 

Tim, There's ne'er a one of you but trusts a knave. 
That mightily deceives yon. 

Both. Do we, my lord ? 

Tim. Ajf and you hear him cog, see him dissemble. 
Know his g^ross pa^phery, love him»feed him. 
Keep in vour bosom : yet remain assur'd, 
That he s a made-up villain.* 

J^ain, I know none such, my lord. 

JPoet. Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I'll give you gold, 
Rid me these villains from your companies : 
Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a draught,^ 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 
111 give you gdd 'enough. 

Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them. 

7¥m. You that way, and you this, but two in company : ' 
—Each man apart, all single and alone. 
Yet an arch-villain keeps htm company. 
If, where thoo art, two villains shall not be. 

[To the Painter. 
Come not near him.— If thou wouldst not reside 

[To the Poet. 
'But where one villain is, then him abandon.— 
Hence ! pack ! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye slaves: 
You have done work for me, there's payment : 
You are an alchymibt, make gold of that :— - 
Out, rascal dogs ! [Exit^ beating and driving them out. 

SCENE II. 
The same. Enter Flavics, and two Senator*. 

Flav. It is in vain that you would speak with Timon ; 
For he is set so only to himself, 
That nothing but himself, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave : 
It is our part, and promise to the Athenians, 
To speak with Timon. 
_ 3 Sen. A t all times alike 

[8] A complete, a finished villain. MASON. 

rp] That U, in the jakes. JOHNS. 

[il Do 70a go that way, and yon this, and yet still each of yon viU have 
inuoXn Tonr company : each of yon, though iiagte and alooe^ wiV be flfSMh 
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Men are not still the same : 'Twas time, and griefs. 
That fram*d him thus : Time, with his fairer hand. 
Offering the fortunes of his former days. 
The former man may make him : Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 

Fla-v, Here is his cave.— 
Peace and content be here ! lord Timon ! Timon ! 
Look out, and speak to friends : The Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon. 

21fm. Thou sun, that comfort'st, bum !— Speak, and 
be hang*d : 
For each true word, a blister ! and each false 
Be as a cauterizing to the root o'the tongue. 
Consuming it with speaking ! 

1 Sen, Worthy Timon,— 

Tim, Of none but such as you, and you of Tiraoa. 

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim, I thank them ; and would send them back the 

plague. 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen, O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators, with one consent of love. 
Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wearing. 

2 Sen, They confess. 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross : 

Which now the public body,— which doth seldom 

Play the.recanter, — feeling in itself 

A lack of Timon's aid, hath sense withal 

Of its own fall,* restraining aid to Timon ; 

And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render, 

Together with a recompense more fruitful 

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ;' 

Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth. 

As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs, 

[3}. The Athenians had sense, that il, felt the danger of their own faU> by 
the arms of Alcibiades. JOHNS. 

[3I A recompense so large* that the offence they have oratttedj thoagh ev- 
trj dram of that offence should be put into the scale, cannot coonterpcHse it. 
The recompeme will ootweigh the olfence, which* insievd of 'wti^nt itrmu 
the scale i&wUchitiiplaccdr will kick the boMV KAU 
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And write in thee the figures of their love. 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim, Yon witch me in it ; 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears : 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes. 
And 111 beweep these comforts, worthy senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours,) to take 

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with absolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority : — So soon we shall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; 
Who, like a b»ar too savage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 

2 Sen. And shakes his threat'ning sword 
Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen, Therefore, Timon, — 

Tm. Well, sir, I will; therefore, I will, sir.; Thus,— 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen. 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That— >-Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards. 
Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war ; 
Then, let him know, — and tell him, Timon speaks it, 
iB'pity of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him, that— I care not. 
And let him take't at worst ; for their knives care no^ 
While you have throats to answer : for myself. 
There's not a whittle in the unruly camp,** 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the prosperous gods. 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flav* Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
It will be seen to-morrow ; my long sickness 
Qf:health, and living, now begins to mend,' 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his. 
And last so long enough ! 

1 Sen. We speak in vain. 



(53 The cUifcase oT life begins to promise me a period JOHNS. 



A nuhittle is still in many places the common name for a pocket clai|>- 
<taGh m chillren use. STEEV. 
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Tim, Bat yet I loTe my country ; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen, That's well spoke. 

Tim, Commend me to my loving countrymen,— 

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they pass 

through them. 

2 Sen, And enter in our ears, like great tritimphers 
In their applauding gates. 

7¥m. Commend me to them ; 
And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs. 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life's uncertain voyage, t will some kindness do them : 
111 teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

3 Sen, I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim^ I have a tree, which grows here in my close. 
That mine own use invites me to cut down. 
And shortly must I fell it ; Tell my friends. 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree •> 
From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste. 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe. 
And hang himself : — I pray you, do my greeting. 

Flat), Trouble him no further, thus you still shall 
find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion, 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 
Which once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover ; thithei> cohie. 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle.—- 
Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 
What is amiss, plague and infection mend ! 
Graves only be men's works ; and death, -their gain ! 
Sun, hide thy beams \ Timon hath done his reign. 

\^Rxit Tim OK. 

1 Sen. His discontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

3 Sen, Our hope in him is dead : Let us return. 
And strain what other means is left unto us 
la our dear peril. 7 

1 Sen. It requires swift foot. \&xeunt, 

C6] Mechodicilly, from higfaett to lowest. jeHNS. 
Lrj T^Mf, in Shaksneare's lancaagA, it Urt, irmdfkt. 80 in Hamlet, 
- WoqU I hai met my ieartst fee is lieaven." MAL. 
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SCENE III. 
The WmlU cf Athens. £nter two Senator*, and a Mettenger, 

1 Sen, Thou hast painfully discovered ; are his files 
As full as thy report ? 

Me9. I have spoke the least : 
Besides, his expedition promibes 
Present approach. 

2 Sen, We Stand much hazard, if they bring not Timon. 

Mee. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ;— 
Whom, though in general part we were oppos'd. 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us speak like friends : ^ — this man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave. 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i'the cause against your city, 
Id part for his sake mov'd. 

Enter Senatorajrom Tim on. 

1 Sen, Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of,Timon, nothing of him expect. — 
The enemies* drum is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke tlie air with dust : In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear,, our foes the snare. {^Exeunt,. 

SCENE IV. 

7%e Woodt. Ttuov'g Cave, and a Tomhttone teen. Enter a 

Soldier f teeking T i m o y . 

Sol. By all description this should be the place. 
Who's here ? speak, ho ! — No answer ? — What is this ? 
Timon is dead, who hath outstretch'd his span : 
Some beast rear'd this ; there does not live a man. 
Dead, sure ; and this his grave.-* 
What's on this tomb I cannot read ; the character 
111 take with wax: Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 
An ag'd interpreter, though young in days : 
Before proud Athens he*s set dowa by this. 
Whose fall the mairk of his ambition is. [Exit. 

[8] I am fully convinced that this, and nuuiy other paisagct of oor antiior^ 
Mvt been irrerrievably corrapt«d by transcribers or priiiters»and could IHMC 
have proceeded in their present state from Shakspeare ; for what vmcmpi 
mdrrstand in the cioset, most have been wholly uielesi oo thfi it 
awkward repetition of the word moiifj •troogiy covatesaaecs 
eb«i»tion. 5TEEV. ^\ 

" 7 yOh, VII. 
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SCENE V. 

JBefore ike Walls ^Athens, Trumpetawnd, Enter ALCihiAi>R9, 

and Forces, 

jilcib, Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. [jt parley sounded. 

Enter Senators on the walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice ; till now, myself, and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power, 
Have wander'd with our traversed arms,* and breath 'd 
Our sufferance vainly : Now the time is flush,' 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong. 
Cries, of itself, JVb more :> now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 
And pursy insolence shall break his wind. 
With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen, Noble, and young, 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceijt, 
Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause for fear, 
We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. ' 

2 Sen, So did we woo 
Transformed Fimon to our city's love. 

By humble message, and by promis'd means ; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen. These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have received your griefs : nor are they such. 
That ^hese great towers, trophies, and schools should fell 
For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. Nor are they living. 

Who were the motives that you first went out ; 
Rhame, that they wanjied cunning, in excess 

VJath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 

■ - - • - ■ ■ ... 

[9] Traversed arms, arms across. JOHNS. 

ft 1 A bird is flash whpn his Feathers are grown, and he can leave the nest. 

F/«iA i« mature. JOHNS. ^ ^ ^ ... * ^ ,^ • 

ill The marrow was supposed to-he the original or strength. The ima|>e 
M i'Tom a camel kneeling to take up his load, who rises immediatrly wbea 
he finds be has as much Iatd.0D as be can bear. WARI^. 
t33 Tkgir rrf«r» to iriefs. MAt. 
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Into our city with thy banners spread : 

By decimation, and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food. 

Which nature loaths,) take thou the destin'd tenth ; 

And by the hazard of the spotted die, 

Liet die the spotted. 

1 Sen, All have not offended ; 

For those that were, it is not square,^ to take. 
On those that are, revenges : crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman* 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin. 
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not all together. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt. 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile^ 
Than hew to't with thy sword. 

1 Sen, Set but thy foot 

Ag^ainst our rampir'd gates, and they shall ope ; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before, 
To say, thou'lt enter triendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove. 

Or any token of thine honour else. 
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress. 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal'd thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there's my glove ; 
Descend, and open your uncharged ports ;^ 
Those enemies of Timon's, and mine own. 
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof, 
Fally and no more : and, — to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his (juarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city's bounds. 
But shall be remedied, to your public laws 
At heaviest answer.* 

Both. 'Tis most nobly spoken. 

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 
[ The Senators descend ^ and often th e gates, 

1^1 Not regular, not eqnitablr. JOHNS. 
CO Uncharged means anattacked. MASON. 

[Oj Not a soldier shall quit his sutlon, or be let Idqm avM^p«&\ iMW - 
» J Gonmict violeace/ he ijuil aotwfr it regolsirly to tte im« ItoH^ 
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T$ TIMON OF ATABKS. ACr r. 

Enter a Soldier, 

Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o'the sea : 
And, on his grave-stone, this insculpture ; which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib. [Reads.] Here lies a wretched corse^ of 
vfretched aoul bereft : 
Seek not my name : A /liague consume you wicked 

caitijfs left ! 
Here lie I Timon ; who, alive, all living men did hate : 
Faaa by, and curse thy fill ; but fiass, and stay not 

here thy gaitJ 
These well express in thee thy latter spirits : 
Though thou abhorr'dst in us our human griefs. 
Scorn dst our brain's flow, and those our droplets which 
From niggard nature fall, vet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory 
Hereafter more.-— Bring me into your city. 
And I will use the olive with my sword : 
•Makewarbreedpeace; make peace stint war; make each 
Prescribe to other, as each other's leech. 8— 
Let our drums strike. [Exeunt, 



[7] This epiUph is in sir Thomas North's translation of Plotatch^ivitb tkt 
jdifirrence of one word only , lurctchts instead of faitigu STEEV . 
[8] Physician. ST££V. 
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aBSERVATlONS. 

IT is observable, that this pky is ))fflited ih ^ <f i^kHO iof 
1611, with exactness equal to that of the other books of those 
times. The first edition was probably corrected by the autliOt*, 
so that here is very little room for conjecture or emendation ; 
and accordingly none of the editors have much molested this 
piece with omcious critidsifi. Johnson. 

In the course of the notes on this performance, I have 
pointed out a passage or two which, in my opinion, sufficiently' 
prove it to have been die work of one Who was acquainted 
both with Greek and Roman literature. It is likewise defi- 
cient in such internal marks as distinguish the tragedies of 
Shakspeare from those of other writers ; 1 xhean, that it pre- 
sents no struggles to introduDft the vein of Kiittiottr so con- 
stantly interwoven with the business of his serious dramas. It 
can neither boast of his striking excellencies, nor his ac- 
knowledged defects ; for it offers not a single interesting situ- 
ation, a natural character, or a stritig of quibbles from first to 
last That Shakspeare should have written without com- 
manding our attention, moving our passions, or spf^rting with 
words, appears to me as improbable, as that he should have 
studiously avoided dissyllable and trisyllable terminations m 
this play, snd in no other. 

Let it likewise be remembered that this piece was not 
published with the name of Shakspeare till afler his death. 
The quarto in 1611 is anonymous. 

Whatever were the motives of Heming and C6hd«Kllibr ad- 
mitting this tragedy among those of Shakspeare^ all it his 
gained by their favour is, to be delivered down to posterity 
with repeated remarks of contempt,^ Thersites babbling 
among heroes, and introdocedTonly to be deridecL 

See the notes at the coodkision of this piece. S tek veks.' 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Saturninus, 8on to the late emfieror of Eomtt and 
aftervfarda declared emfieror himself, 

Bassianus, brother to Saturninug ; in love with La- 
vinia. 

Titus Amdrokicus, a noble Roman ^ general against 
the Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, tribune qf the fieofile ; and 
brother to Titus. 

Lucius, "j 

Mart "us. >">"' '» ^'"** •^"'^ronicu,. 

MUTIUS, J 

Young Lucius, a boy^ son to Lucius. 

Pub LI US, son to Marcus the tribune. 

^MiLius, a noble Rdman, 

Alarbus, ^ 

Chiron, ^sons to Tamora. 

Demetrius, 3 

Aaron, a Moor^ beloved by Tamora. 

A Cafttain^ Tribune, Messenger^ and Clown ; Romany. 

Goths and Romans. 



Tamora, queen of the Goths. 
IaAvinia, daughter to Titus Andronicus. 
A JVttr«f , and a Black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes^ Officers^ Sol- 
diers, and Attendants. 

SCEJ^E^Romc ; and the country near it. 



i 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



ACTL 

SCENE I.— ^ome. Before the CapM. The Tomb of the An- 
dronici appearing ; the Tribune* and Senator* aloft^ at in the 
Senate. Enter ^ below, Saturninus and his FoUemert, on one 
tides and Bauiavvb and hi* Follower*, on the others with 
drum and colour*. 

NSaturninu*. 
OBLE patricians, patrons of my right. 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers. 
Plead my successive title' with your swords : 
1 am his first-born son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignityr 

wSas.Romans, — friends,followers,tavoureTSofmyright| 
^f ever Bassianus, Cxsar*s son, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 
And suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate. 
To justice, continence, and nobility : 
But let desert in pure election shine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Mnter Marcus Andronicus, aloft, with the crown. 

Mar, Princes— that strive by factions, and by friends. 
Ambitiously for rule and empery, — 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have, by common voice^ 
In election for the Roman empery. 
Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius, 
For many good and great deserts to Rome ; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior. 
Lives not this day within the city walls : 
He by the senate is accited home,. 

(I] My tide to the suQcesaoii. MAU 
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From weary wars against the barbarous 'Gcths ; 
That, with his sons, a terror to oor foes, 
Hath yok'd a nation strong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies* pride : Five times he hath retum'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field ; 
And now at last, laden with honour's spoils, 
Retorhs the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let us intreat, — By honour of his name. 
Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate's right. 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore,— 
That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should. 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my thought 

Baa. Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy 
In thy uprightness and integrity. 
And so I love and honour thee and thine. 
Thy nobler brother Titus, and his sons, 
And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all. 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament. 
That I will here dismiss my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour. 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. 

lExeunt the Followers q/*Bassiani 

Sat, Friends, that have been thus forward in my ri||;l 
I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Exeunt the Followers q/*SATURNiNi] 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee.— 
Open the gate's, and let me in. 

Bas* Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 
[Sat. and BAS.go into the Oafdtol^ and exeunt tw' 

Senators^lAh'KM 

SCENE II. 

The same. Enter a Captain^ and others* 

Cafi. Romans, make way ; The good AndroniCns, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion. 
Successful in the battles that he fights, 
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With hoDOiir and with fortune is returnM. 
From where he circumscribed with his 8word» 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

Flourish oftrumpettp kfe. Enter Mutius and Marti V8 .- after 
thenif tno Men hearing a coffin covered vjtth black ; then Qoin^ 
Tus and Lucivt. Afierxhem^ Titus Andronicus / and 
then Tamoba, oiVA Alarbus, Chiron, Dsmbtrius, 
Aaron, and other Gtdu, prisoner* / Soldier* and People, fit' 
lowing. The Bearere^ eat divm the coffin, and Ti t vs ofiaie. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 
Lo, as the bark, that hath discharge her fraught. 
Returns with precious lading to the bay. 
From whence at first she wei^h'd her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs. 
To re-salute his country with his tears ; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.— 
Thou great defender of this Capitol,^ 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend !— 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons, 
H^ of the number that king Priam had. 
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 
These, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
These, that I bring unto their latest home. 
With burial amongst their ancestors : 
Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my sword. 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own. 
Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet. 
To hover mi the dreadful shore of Styx I — 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[The tomb ia 9/ientd, 
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont. 
And sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars ! 
O sacred receptacle of my joys. 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility. 
How many sons of mine hast thou in store. 
That thou wilt never render to me more ^ 

Luc. Give us the. proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile. 
Ad vianea fratrum sacrifice his fiesh. 
Before this earthly prison of their bones ; 
That so the shadows be not unappeas*d, 
Kop we disturb'd with prodigies on earth. ^ 

[33 Tnpiter, to whom the Capitol was sacred. JOHNS. 
C3] It was supposed by the ancients, that the ghosts of onburied pe(»4e «r* 
reared to ifaeir fHeiids. to soUdt the rites efC funefH. STKEV. 
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Tit. I give him yoa ; the noblest that sorvives* 
The eldest son of this distressed qyeen. 

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren ;— Gracious conqueror. 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
A mother's tears in passion for her son : 
And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return. 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 
But must my sons be slaughter'd in the streets. 
For valiant doings in their country's cause 
O ! if to fight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with'blood : 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods i 
Draw near them then in being merciful : 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 
Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-bom sod. 

lit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain. 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is mark'd ; and die he must, 
To appease their groaning shadows that are gone 

Luc, Away with him ! and make a fire straight ; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood. 
Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean consum'd. 

r£xf. Luc. QuiN. Mart. andMuT.with Alarbus 

Tarn. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi. Was ever Scy thia half so barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest ; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 
Then, madam, stand resolv*d ; but hope withal. 
The self-same |;ods, that arm'd the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of Sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 
May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, ^ 

(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,' 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Re-enter Lucius, Quiktus, Martius, and Mu- 
T I u s , with their awards bloody . 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 
Our Reman rites i Alarbus* limbs are lopp d^ 
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And entrails feed the sacrificing fire. 
Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren. 
And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome. 

Ttt. Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[^Jhtmfiett founded^ and the coffins iaid in the tomb. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here, 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 
Here grow no damned grudges ; here, are no storms. 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep : 

Enter Lavinia. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ! 

Lav, In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obsequies ; 
And at thy feet I kneel with tears ofjoy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome : 
O, bless me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 

7¥r. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserv'd 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !— 
Lavinia, live ; out-live thy father's days. 
And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise \^ 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Saturninus, Bassz- 

ANUS, and other 9. 

Mar, Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

Tit, Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from successful wars. 
You that survive, and you that sleep in fame. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's service drew your swords : 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp. 
That hath aspir'd to Solon's happiness,^ 
' And triumphs over chance, in honour's bed.— - 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 

Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 

~ — ■ — — ' — ■ — - — 111 111 ^.1 -— ^ — ^-1-- 

C4] To <mtltve an eternal date* is, though not philosophical, yet poetical 
sense He wishes that her life may be longer than his, and her praise longer 
thMfime. JOHNS. 

. .C53 The maxim of Solon is, that no man can be pronoonced happy bjfcrt 
hu death. MALONE. 

9 VOL. VII. 
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Send thee, by me, their tribune, and their trust, 
This palliameat of white and spotless hue ; 
And name thee in election for the empire. 
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons : 
Re candidatua then, and put it on. 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit, A better head her glorious body fits. 
Than his, that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What ! should I don this robe,* and trouble you ^ 
Be chosen with proclama»tions to-day ; 
To-jnorrow, yield 4ip rule, resign my life. 
And «et abroad new business for you all } 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 
And buried one and twenty valiant «ons, 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arma. 
In right and service of their noble country : 
Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 
But not a scepter to control the world : 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last 

Mar» Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery- 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell f— 

7V7. Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat, Romans, do me right ; — 
Patrician^, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor : — 
Andronicus, *would thou wert shipp'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people s hearts. 

Luc, Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
The noble-minded Titus means to thee 1 

Tit. Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from themselves. 

Baa, Andronicus, I do not flatter thee. 
But honour thee, and will do till I die ; 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
I will most thankful be : and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds. Is honourable meed. 

Tit, People of Rome, and people's tribunes here* 
I ask your voices, and your suffrages ; 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

7,iV. Tribunes^ I thank you : and this suit I make, 
Tiiat you create your emperor's eldest son, ______ 

C<(3 1. e. Do on this robe, jiot It on* STEEV. 
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Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hoper ' 
Reflect on Rome» as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen justice in this common-weal : 
Then if you will elect by my advice. 
Crown him, and say,— ion^ live our emfieror f 

Afar. With voices and applause of every sort, 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Satuminus, Rome's great emperor ; 
And say,— Lou^ live our emfieror Saturnine / 

[•i long flourish. 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this d£i^, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts. 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness : 
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make ray emperess^ 
Rome's royal mistress, mistress of my heart, 
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee ? 

TV/. It doth, my noble lord ; and, in this match, 
I hold me highly honour'd of your grace : 
And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine- 
King and commander of our common-weal. 
The wide world's emperor,— do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe. 
Mine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record ; and, when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor ; 

ITo Tamora. 
To him, that for your honour and your state, 
Will u se you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat, A goodly lady, trust me ; of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew.-— 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Though chance of warhath wroughtthis change of cheer. 
Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 
Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes ; madam, he comforts you^ ' a 
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Can make you greater than the queen of Goths.— 
Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with tliis ? 

Lav, Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat, Thanks, swee( Lavinia.— Romans, let us go : 
Ransomeless here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 

Baa* Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

' [Seizing Lavinia. 

Tit, How, sir ? are you in earnest then, my lord \ 

Baa, Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv'd withal. 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

{The Emfieror courts Tamora £n dumb aho^. 

Mar, Suum cuique is our Roman justice : 
This prince injustice seizeth but his own. 

Luc, And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live* 

Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperor's guard ? 
—Tieason, my lord ; Lavinia is surpriz'd. 

Sat, Surpriz*d ! By whom i 

Baa, By him that justly may 
Bear his betroth 'd from all the world away. 

[Exe. Marcus ancfBAssiANus, ti^'MLatinia. 

Mut, Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my sword' I'll keep this door safe. 

[Exe. Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 

Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll soon bring her back. 

Mut, My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit, What, villain boy ! 
Barr'st me my way in Rome ? [Titus killa Mutius. 

Mut, Help, Lucius, help ! 

Re-enter Lucius. , 

IjUc, My lord, you are unjust ; and, more than so, 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine : 
My sons would never so dishonour me : 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc, Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife, 
That is another's lawful promis'd love. [Exit, 

Sat, No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not, 
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock ; 
I'll trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 
Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of» 
But Saturnine i Full well, Andronicus, 
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Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That saidst, I begg*d the empire at thy hands. 

Tit, O nionstrous ! what reproachful words are these ? 

Sat, But go thy ways ; go, give that changing-pieceT 
To him that flourish 'd for her with his sword : 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ;. 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons. 
To rufBe in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit, These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat, And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths,— 
That, like the stately Pho&be 'mongst her nymphs, 
Dost overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome,— 
If thou be pleased with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee emperess of Rome. 
Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice f 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods,«- 
Sith priest and holy water are so near. 
And tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneus stand,— 
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espous d my bride along with me. 

Tarn, And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I swear, 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

^a^A8cend,fair queen,Pantheon :»Lords, accompany 
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent by thie heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered :. 
There shall we cdnsuromate our spousal rites. 

[Exeunt SATU&Miifus, and his Followers : TAt 
MORA., and her Sons ; Aaron and Goths, 

Tit, 1 am not bid to wait upon this bride ;— 
Titus, when wert thou, wont to walk alone. 
Dishonoured thu»» and challenged of wrongs ?■ 

Reenter Marcus, Lvcivs^ Quxmtus, om/MARTXus. 

Mar, O, Titus, see, O, see^ what thou hast done !- 
Ita a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit, No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of minet— 
Kor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour'd all our family ; 

D3 SpDken of Lavinia. Piece> wai then« ai it it now« IMd 
wor4 of Goatcmpc. JOH NS. 
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Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

LuC. Bat let us give him burial, as becomes ; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit, Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tonnb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified ; 
Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors. 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls :— 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar, My lord, this is impiety in you : 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him ; 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin, Mart, And shall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit, And shall ^ What villain was it spoke that word i 

Quin. He that would vouch 't in any place but here. 

Tit, What, would you bury him in my despite i 

Mar, No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit, Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest. 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast wounded : 
My foes I do repute you every one ; 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart, He is not with himself, let us withdraw. 

Quin, Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried. 

[Marcus and the Sons ©/"Titus kneei. 

Mar, Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 

Tit, Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 

Mar, Renowned Titus, more than half my soul,— -«- 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us alH 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue's nest, 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cause. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself ; and wise Laertes' son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals :® 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy. 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise :^ • 

, J- — — -^ ■ - - ■■ — ■ fc. - .,■■■■■ ,- ■ ■■ 

[83 This passage alone wou^d sufficiently convince me, that the play before 
us was the work of one who was conversant with the Greek tragedies m their 
original language. We have here a plain allusion to the Ajax of Sojrfiocles, 
of which no translation was extant in the time of Shakspeare. In that piece 
Agamemnon consents at last to allow Aj.ix the rites of sepulture, and Ulys- 
ses is the pleader, whose arguments prevail in favour of his remaiiw. 

S7.££t * 
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The dismall'st day is this, that e'er I saw, 
To be dishonoured by my sons in Rome !-^ 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[MuTius is fiut into the ^mb. 

Zi/c.There lie thy bones,sweet Mutius, w4th thy friends. 
Till we.'with trophies do adorn thy tomb !— 

All. No man shed tears for noble Mutius ; 
He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Mar, My lord, — to step out of these dreary dumps,— 
How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome ^ 

Tit. I know not, Marcus ; but« I know, it is ; 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell : 
Is she not then beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn so far ? 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Flourish . Re-enter ^ at one tide, Saturnincs, attended ; T a m o« 
RA, Chirok, Demetrius, and Aarov : At the other, Bas- 
siANUS, Lavinza, and others. 

Sat, So, Bassianus, you have play'd your prize ; 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride. 

Baa, And you of yours, my lord : I say no more, 
Nor wisli no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat, Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power,. 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Baa, Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own, . 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife i 
But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
Mean while I am possess'd of that is mine. 

Sat, *Tis good, sir : You are very short with us ; 
But, if we live, we'U be as sharp with* you. 

Baa, My lord, what I have done, as best I may> 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd ; 
That, in the rescue of Lavinia, 
With his own hand did slay his youngest son, 
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To be control'd in that he frankly gave : 
Receive him then to favour. Saturnine ; 
That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. . ■; 

Tit, Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds ; • / 
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'Tis thou, and those, that have dishonour'd me r 
Rome and the righteous heavens.be my judge, 
How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine ! 

Tain, My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me speak indifferently for all ; 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

Sat, What ! madam ! be dishonour'd openly. 
And basely put it up without revenge } 

Tarn* Not so, my lord ; the gods of Rome forefeod, 
I should be author to dishonour you ! 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertalce 
For good lord Titus' innocence in all. 
Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs : 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose. 
Nor with sour looks afiBict his gentle heart. — 
My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last, 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne ; 
Lest then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a just survey, take Titus' part. 
And so supplant us for ingratitude, 
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,) 
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : 
I'll find a day to massacre them all. 
And raze their faction, and their family. 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons. 
To whom I sued for my dear son's life ; 
And make them know, what 'tis to let a queen 
Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in vain . 
-^Come, come, sweet emperor,— come, Andronicu»$— • 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry f/own. 

^at» Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevaiPd* 

Tit, I thank your majesty^ and her, my lord : 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tarn, Titus, I am incorporate in Rome» 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And must advise the emperor for his good:. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; — ^ 

And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
That 1 have reconcil'd your friends and you.-— 
For you, prince Bassianus, I have pass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor. 
That yoa will be more mild and tractable.— 
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And fear not, lords,— and you, Lavinia ;-— 
By my advice, all humbled upon your knees, 
You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Luc, We do ; and vow to heaven, and tohishighness. 
That, what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tend'ring our sister's honour, alid our own. 

Mar, That on mine honour here I do protest. 

Sat, Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more.— 

Tbm.Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be friends : 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat, Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here. 
And at my loViely Tamora's entreats, 
I do remit these young men's heinous faults. 
Stand up.— > 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 
Come, if the emperor's court can feast two brides, 
You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit, To-morrow, an it please your majesty. 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me. 
With horn and hound, we'll give your ^rac^ ion-jour. 

Sat, Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— TAtf same. Before the Palace. Enter Aaron. 

jiar. NOW climbeth Tamora Olympus' top. 
Safe out of fortune's shot ; and sits aloft, 
Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning's flash ; 
Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach. 
As when the golden sun salutes the morn, 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams. 
Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach. 
And overlooks the highest-peering hills ; 
So Tamora.^- 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait. 
And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, V 

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress. 
And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long 
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Hast prisoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains ; 
And »ster bound to Aaron's charming eyes. 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 
Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts ! 
I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold. 
To wait upon this new-made emperess. 
To wait, said W to wanton with this queen, 
This goddess, this Semiramis ;— this queen. 
This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal's. 
Holla ! what storm is this i 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving, 

Dem, Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge. 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd ; 
And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be. 

Chi, Demetrius, thou dost over- ween in all ; 
And so in this to bear me down with braves. 
' Tis not the difference of a year, or two. 
Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate r 
I am as able, and as fit, as thou ; 
To serve, and to deserve my mistress' grace ; 
And that my sword upon thee shall approve. 
And plead my passions for Lavinia's love. 

Aar. Clubs, clubs !* These lovers will not keep the 
peace. 

Dem, Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd 
Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side. 
Are you so desperate gro\^n, to threat your friends ? 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath. 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi, Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem, Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? {They draw* 

Aar, Why, how now, lords i 
So near the emperor's palace dare you draw. 
And maintain such a quarrel openly } 
Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge ; 
I would not for a million of gold. 
The cause were known to them it most concerns : 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
. Be so dishonour'd in the court of Rome. 
For shame, put up. 

Dem, Not I ; till I have sheath'd 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal. 

■■ ' ■ ■■■■■II 1^1 ■ ■ 

C^] This was the usual cnr for atststaoce, when anj riot happened. STS& 
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Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here. 

C/ti, For that I am prepar'd and full resolv'd, — 
Foul-spok€n coward ! that thunder'st with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform. 

jiar. Away, I say. — 
New by the gods, that warlike Goths adore. 
This petty brabble will undo us all. — 
Why, lord8,*-and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince's right i 
What, is Lavinia then become so loose. 
Or Bassianus so degenerate. 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd. 
Without contrdlmeDt, justice, or revenge f 
Young lords, beware ! — an should the empress know 
This discord's ground, the music would not please. 

Chi, I care not, I, knew she and all the worl.d ; 
I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

i>f m.Yoongling,leam thou to make some meaner choice: 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

jiar. Why, are ye mad f or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be. 
And cannot brook competitors in love ^ 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 
Would Ipropose, to achieve her whom I love. 

Jar, To achieve her ! — How ? 

Dem. Why mak'st thou it so strange f 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd. 
What, mas ! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of ; and €asy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know : 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother. 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 

jfar. Ay, and as good as Satuminus may. l^eide, 

Dem. Then why should he despair, that knowa to 
court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What, hast thou not full often struck a doe. 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose f 

Aar. Why then, it seems, some certain sdatch or ao- 
Would serve your turns. 



Chi* Aft 80 the turn were serv'd. 
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Dcm» Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Jar. 'Would you had hit it too ; 
Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye,— And are you such fools, 
To square for this i ^ Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chu rfaith, not me. 

Dem. Nor me, 
So I were one. 

Jar. For shame, be friends ; and join for that you j ar. 
'Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect ; and so must you resolve ; 
That what you cannot, as yoil would, achieve. 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chi^ste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love. 
A speedier course thiin Itpgering banishment 
Must we pursue, asd I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hi^nting is in hand ) 
There will the lovely f^pman ladies troop : 
The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 
And many unfreouepted plots there are» 
Fitted by kind^ for rape and villainy : 
Single you thither then this dainty doe. 
And strike her home by force, if not by words ; 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit. 
To villainy and vengeance consecrate. 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And she shall file our engines with. advice, ^ 
That will not suffer you to square yourselves. 
But to your wishes' height advance you both. 
The emperor's court is like the house of fame. 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dread&l« deaf, and dull ; 
. There speak, and strike, brave boys,and take your turns : 
There serve your lust, shadow 'd from heaven's eye« 
And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 

C^f'. Thy counsel, lad, nmells of no cowardice. 
Dem. Sitfaa aut nefaa^ till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits. 
Per Stygat/ier manes vehor. [Mxeunti 

£1 3 To square— to quarrel. ^STEEV. 

C? 3 That is, by nature, which is the old signification otkifid JOHNS. 

{31. Remore all impediments from our desiniB by advice. The alSiBtofi If 
to the operation of the fiU, which* by conferriaf WPi iO U bmM ^AtlKumjthe 
motion of the wMeelt which compote an engiAe or piece oTauiduiiery. STES* 
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SCENE II.* 

A Forett near Home. A Lodge teen at a dUtanee. Horns, and cry 
^Hmmdt heard, Enter Titvs Ahoronicus, vuth Muntert, 
&c Makcus, Lucius, Quxhtus, and Mastius. 

7Y/. The hunt is up, the mom is bright and grey,^ 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green ; 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay. 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride. 
And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noise- 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours. 
To tend the emperor's person carefully ; 
I have been troubled in my sleep this night. 
But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd. 

Homt vitnd a peal i i?n^er Sat urnxn us, Tamora, Bassxa- 
Nus, Lavihia, Chiron, Demetrius, and Attendantt. 

Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty ;— 
Madam, to you as many and as good !— - 
I promised your grace a hunter's peaL 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords. 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Baa. Lavinia, bow say you ^ 

Lav. I say, no ; 
I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horse and chariots let us have. 
And to our sport :*-Madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [To T amor A. 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord. 
Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase. 
And climb the highest pt*omontory top. 

T^t. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er the. plain. 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse nor hound. 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. {Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

A deteri Part of the ForeH. Enter Aaron, voith a hag of gold. 

Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had none, 
^ To bury so much gold under a tree, 

(43 The divttlon of thisjo^ay into «crs« which was first made br the edi- 
tors in <6a^ is improper. There is here an interval of action, and here the 
seoood act ought to have begun. JOHNS. 

C5] Bright^d yet not <-ed> which was « sign of vtorms i«d rain, but 
grey, which Ivretoldfiur weather. WAAB. 
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And never after to intterii it. 

Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly. 

Know, that thisKold must coin a stratagem ; 

Which, cunningly effected, will beget 

A very excellent piece of villainy : 

And 10 cepoK, sweet gold, for their unreit.* 

IHidet the fold. 
That have their aim* out of the empress' chest. ^ 
£nttr Tanora. 

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou Bad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boast f 
The birds chauut melody on every bush ; 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ; 
Tha green leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 
And mate a chec^uered shadow on the ground : 
Under thek sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 
And — whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
Keplving shrilly to the well-tun'd horns. 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, — 
Let us sit dowu, and mitrk their yelling noise : 
And — after conflict, such as was suppos'd 
The wandering prince of Dido once enjoy'd. 
When with a happy storm they were surpris'dt 
And curiain'd with a cou nsel- keeping cave,— 
We may, each wreathed in the others arms. 
Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber ; 
Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet roelodions birdt. 
Be unto us, as is a nurse's song 
OF lullaby,* to bring her babe asleep.' 

jiar. Mudam, though Venus govern yonr dnincs, 
Saturn is dorainator over mine :' 
WbMt signifies my deadly -standing eye. 

If, Tor dliiBlct, b I. vordfnguciulT ued by ike aid writer*. STt. 

't 
.. J"" 



§] trv«'. Tor dIi4Blct,bi>«irdfrcguciulT ued by Ike Bid writer*. 
1 Thit ii obKore- ltMciMUBOnaiil*,ibit(ne« ■ha.uelo 0( 
KDtdof Oc emprcM ar* to nfcr br U. I«HNS. 
[8] Dr. JahnMn In hit Dkl'murr, ig^l, -ItliekKmble thu Dnnei cill 
ll-rp ty ij ! lalUtu u iher-fiire lull Is iletu.' Bnl u tuti orlBinally lipii- 

Bintd liter itaprimMve Impi^ beume obulcU. The tetbi u Ml tai 
<gIJopevld*BtlriI>TinE from ihf time mat. Andt^iiinnl kavi i rolal; 
liestahoueorcridli. The cDmpnmFiitnKirtinB, gaaihy, \\ gwdAsiui. 
— - jair hme prtiptr ; iindSe'tr.tl«»''chlinhopoF York't p»ljrt, i* artai 
. So ihu htlntj ImpiuiUur.l); sletpiahnii^ >.e [he ci-idJi. WHITE, 
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My silence, and my cloudy melancholy i 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls, 

Even as an adder, when she doth unroll 

To do some fatal execution ^ 

No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand. 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 

Hark, Tamora, — the empress of my soul. 

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee,— 

This is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day : 

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity, 

And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 

Seest thou this letter ^ take it up I pray thee. 

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll :— > 

Now question me no more, we are espied ; 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty. 

Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

Tarn. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than life ! 

^ar. No more, great empress, Bassianus comes : 
Be cross with him ; and 1*11 go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. {Exit, 

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia. 

Baa.. Who have we here i Rome's royal emperess, 
Unfumish'd of her well-beseeming troop ^ 
Or is it Dian, habited like her ; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves. 
To see the general hunting in this forest f 

Tarn, Saucy controller of our private steps ! 
Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had. 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Acteon's ; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperess, 
*Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning ; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments : 
Jove shield your hosband from his hounds to-day ! 
'Tis pity, they should take him for a stag. 

Ba9. Believe me, queen, yours warth Cimmerian* 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 



iilSvarthJt blaclL The Moor U called Gimnerfani, flnwn tte afliOty of 
UAckoesi to darlcneBfl. JOHNS. f -^ 
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Why are you sequestered from all yoar train } 
DisniouDted from your snow-white goodly steed. 
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot. 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you f 

Lav, And, being intercepted in your sport. 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness.—- 1 pray you, let us hence. 
And let her 'joy her raven-colour'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpose passing well. 

Bas, The king, my brother, shall have note of this. 

Lav, Ay, for these slips have made him noted long : 
Good king ! to be so mightily abus'd ! 

Tarn, Why have I patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Dem.How now,dearsovereign,and our gracious mother. 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan f 

Tarn, Have I not reason, think you, to look pale f 
These two have 'tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren detested vs^le, you see, it is : 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moss, and baleful misletoe. 
Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 
UiUess the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
And, when they show'd me this abhorred pit. 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes. 
Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins. 
Would make such fearful and confused cries, 
As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly.^ 
No sooner had they told this hellish tale. 
But straight they told me, they would bind me here 
Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 
And leave me to this miserable death. 
And then they call'd roe, foul adulteress. 
Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such effect. 
And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed ; 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life. 
Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 

jD^m. This is a witness that I am thy son. [Stabs Bas. 

C4I This is said in falmloas physiology^ of those that hear the groan of the 
maoonke torn vg» JOHNS. 
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Chi. And this for me, struck home to show my strength. 

ISiabbing him iikewiMe^ 

Lav, Ay come, Semiramis.-^nay, barbarous Tamora ! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

Tarn, Give me thy poniard ; you shall know, my boys. 
Your mother's hand shall right your mother's wrong. 

Dem, Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her ; 
First, thrash the com, then after bum the straw : 
This minion stood upon her chastity. 
Upon Her nuptial vow, her loyalty. 
And with that painted hope braves your mightiness ;^ 
And shall she carry this unto her grave i 

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole, 
And make* his dead trunk- pillow to our lust. 

7am. But when you have the honey you desire^ - 
Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting. 

Chi, I warrant you, madam ; we will make that sure.'— - 
Come, mistress, now perfoi-ce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 

jLov. O' Tamora ! thou bear'sta woman's face, — 

Tarn, I will not hear her speak ; away with her. 

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To see her tears ; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the dam ^ 
O^ do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 
The milk, thou suck'st from her, did turn to marble ;. 
Even avt^y teat Miou hadst thy tyranny.— 
Yet every mother breeds not sens alike' ; 
Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. [To Chtrov* 

Chi. What ! wouldst thou have me prove myself av 
bastard ? 

Lav. 'Tis true ; the r^ven doth not hatch a lark : 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now !) 
The lion mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some say that ravens foster forlorn childrenF* 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests : 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no. 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tarn. I know not what it means ; away with Ifer. 

Lav. 0-, let me teach thee : for my father's sake. 
■ ' A 

TO Paintfd hope is only specioot lio|>e« or ground of eonfidtnfiie OMmllH^^ 
nUe tbaa ■olid. JOHIVS. ^ 
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That i^ve thee life,wheii well he might have &lain thee. 
Be not pbd urate, open thy deaf ears. . 

Tarn. Had thou in person ne'er offended me. 
Even for his sake am I pitiless : — 
Remember, boys, I pour d forth tears in vain, 
To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, and use her as you will ; 
The worse to her, the better lov'd of me. * 

Lav, O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen. 
And. with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For 'tis not life, that I have begg'd so long ; 
Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died. 

Tarn, What begg'st thou then } fond woman, let me go. 

Lav, 'Tis present death I beg ; and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongne to tell : 
O, keep me from their worse than killing lust. 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit ; 
Where never man's eve may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn, So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee : 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Dem, Away, for thou hast staid us here too long. 

Lav, No grace ? no womanhood^ Ah, beastly creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 
Confusion fall 

Chi, Nay, then I'll stop your mouth :— Bring thou her 

husband ; [Dragging offhAvi N i A . 

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him,[£xeunt. 

Tarn, Farewell, my sons : see, that you make tier sure: 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 
And let my spleenful sons this trull defiour. [Exit, 



SCENE IV. 

The same. Enter Aaron, v)itk Quiktus and MartiiTs. 

Aar, Come on, my lords ; the better foot before : 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit. 
Where I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 

Quin, My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 

Mart, And mine, I promise you ; wev't not for shame. 
Well could J leave our sport to sleep a while. 

[M A R T I u s falls into th^ pit. 
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Qtiift. What art thou fallen ? What silbtle hole it thit. 
Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new -shed blood. 
As fresh as morning's dew distill'd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it seems to me :-— 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart, O, brother, with the dismallest obj^t 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 

Aar,\A%i\ Now will I fetch the king tcTfind them here; 
That he thereby may give a likely guess. 
How these were they that made away his brother. [^xrV. 

Mart, Why dost not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole ? 

Quin. I am surprized with an uncouth fear : 
A chilling sweat o'er-runs my trembling joints ; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den. 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate hear.t 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise : 
O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mqrt. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb, 
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know 'tis hel^ 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole,* 
Which, like a taper in some monument. 
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit : 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand,— - 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, — 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus' misty mouth. 

Quin, Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out ; 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

1 may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 

Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave. 

[6] There is sopposed to be a gem called a carbuncle, which emits not rtr 
fl«^ted but native light. Mr. Boyle Utliares the reality of its txitttrice. JOIl. . 

i 
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I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy help. 

Quin, Thy hand once more ; 1 will not loose agaui, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below : 
Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. [FalU i 

Enter Saturminus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me :— I'll see what hole inhere, 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth i 

Mart, The unhappy son of old Andronicus ; 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead i I know, thou dost but jest t 
He and his lady both are at the lodge. 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chace ; 
'Tis not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart, We know not where you left him all aliver 
But, out alas ! here have we found him dead. 

Enter T am or A, with AttendaJita ; Titus AnoroK] 

cus, and Lucius. 

Tarn, Where is my lord the king i 

Sat, Here, Tamora ; though griev'd with killing grie 

Tarn. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my wound 
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tarn, Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complet of this timeless tragedy : {Giving a letter 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat. [reads.] jIn if we miss to meet him handaomeiy^^ 
Sweet huntsman^ Bassianus Uis, we mean, — 
Do thou so much as dig the grave for him ; 
Thou know*st our meaning : Look for thy reward 
Jmong the nettles at the elder-tree^ 
Which over shades the mouth of that same fUt^ 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus, 
Do thisy and purchase us thy lasting friends, 
— O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ^ 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 
Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out. 
That should have murder'd Bassianus here. 

Aar, My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

{Showing i\ 

Sat. Two of thy whelps,* feir curs of bloody kind. 
Hare here bereft my brother oi h\« Ufe ; {To TitiXs 
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—Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 
There let them 'bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tom. What, are they in this pit } O wondrous thing ! 
How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this Doon, with tears not lightly shed. 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons. 
Accursed, if the fault be prov'd in them, — 

Sat, If It be prov'd ! you see, it is apparent.—- 
Who found this letter ^ Tamora, was it you ^ 

Tarn, Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit, I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail : 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow. 
They shall be ready at your highness' will. 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat, Thou shalt not bail them ; see, thou follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the murderers : 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than death. 
That end upon them should be executed. 

Tarn, Andronicus, I will entreat the king ; 
Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 

Tit, Come^ Lucius,. come ; stay not to talk with them. 

[Exeunt severally, 

SCENE V. 

The same. Enter Demetrius and Chiron, vjith Lavihxa» 
ravhked / her hand* cut off, and her tongue cut out, 

Dem, So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak. 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning so ; 
And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe.. 

Dem, Siee, how with signs and tokens she can scowl. 

Chi, Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wash ; 
And so let's leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi, An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself. 

Dem, If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the cord. 

[Exe. DEM.anc/ Chi. 
Enter Mk-rcvs, 

Mar, Who's this, — my niece, that flies away so fast } 
Cousin, a word ; Where is your husband ^•^ 
If 1 do dream, 'would al l my wealth would wake me !» 

^ t?] If this be a dreain> I would give all my possessions to be delivered 
frMitbfwikipg, JOHNS. 
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If I do wake, some planet strike me down* 

That I may slumber in eternal sleep !— 

Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 

Have loppM, and hew*d, and made thy body bare 

Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments. 

Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in ; 

And might not gain so great a happiness. 

As half thy love i Why dost not speak to me ^— 

Alas, a crimson river of warm blood. 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind. 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips. 

Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

But, sure, some 1 ereus hath defioured thee ; 

And, lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy tongue* 

Ah, now thou turn'st away thy face for shame ! 

And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood,-— 

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,-^ 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face. 

Blushing to be encounter*d with a cloud. 

Shall I ^eak for thee ^ shall I say» 'tis so ? 

O, that 1 knew thy heart ; and knew the beast. 

That I might rail at him to ease my mind ! 

Sorrow conceal'd, like an even stopp'd. 

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, she but lost l^er tongue. 

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind : 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal. 

And he hath cut those prettv fingers off. 

That could have better sew'd than Philomel. 

O, had the monster seen those lily hands 

Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute. 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them ; 

He would not then have touch'd them for his life : 

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony. 

Which that sweet tongue hath made. 

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet.* 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind : 

For such a sight will blind a Cither's eye : 

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes^ 

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ; 

Q, could our mourning ease thy misery ! [Exeunf. 

(8] Tereas having ravished rhiloinda,his wife's sister, cot out her tooflM 
to prevent a discovery. MAL* [9] Orpheus. 8TE£t. 
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ACT III. 

SCEKE I.— ^om^. A Street. Znter Senatorst 7H^«Mt, md 
Oficer* ofyu9tice, vtith Martxus and Quivtus, bound^pan' 
ing on to thePlace of Execution / Titus g9ing before^ pleading* 

Tit, HEAR me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes«sUiy ! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dang^erous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed ; 
For aU the frosty nights that I have watch'd ; 
And for these bitter tears, which yoo now see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 
Be pitiful to my condemned sons. 
Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thought ! 
For two and twenty sons 1 never wept, 
Because they died in honour's lofty bed. 
For these, these tribunes, in the dust I write 

[Thravnng himsflfon the ground. 
My heart's deep languor, ^nd my soul^ sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite ; 
My sons' sweet blood will make it shame and blush. 

{Exe, Senators^ Tribunes^ Istc, with the Prisoner** 
O, earth, I will befriend thee more with rain. 
That shall distil from these two antient urns. 
Than youthful April shall with all his showers : 
In summer's drowth, I'll drop upon thee still ; 
In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the snow. 
And keep eternal spring-time on thy face. 
So thou refuse to drink my dear sons* blood. 

Enter Lucius, vfith hie oword drawn, 
O, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 
And let me say, that never wept before. 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc, O, noble father, you lament in vain ; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by. 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

7Vr. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead I 
—Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you. 

Luc, My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak. 

Tit, Why, 'tis no matter, man : if they did hear. 
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark, 
AU bootless to them, they'd not pity ipe. 
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 
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Who, though they cannot answer my distress. 

Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my tale : 

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 

Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 

And, were they but attired in grave weeds^ 

Rome could aflR>rd no tribune like to these. 

A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than stoiM 

A stone is silent, and ofTendeth not ; 

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 

But wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon draw 

Luc* To rescue my two brothers from their deatl 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit, O happy man ! they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 
Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey. 
But me and mine : How happy art thou then. 
From these devourers to be banished ^ 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar, Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep ; 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break ; 
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit, Will it consume me ? let me see it then. 

Mar, This was thy daughter. 

Tit, Wliy, Marcus, so she is. 

Luc, Ah me ! this object kills me ! 

7Yt, Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight ^* 
What fool hath added water to the sea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'st. 
And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds.——— 
Give me a sword, 1*11 chop off my hands too ; 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain ; 
And they have nurs'dthis woe, in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up. 
And they have serv'd me to effectless use : 
Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other. — 
*T is well, Lavinia , that thou hast no hands ; 

r« 1 We shoald read, tpite. WARB. 
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For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr'd thee ^ 

Mar, O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
•That blab'd them with such pleasing eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ; 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear ! 

JLuc, O, say thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 

Mar. O, thus 1 found her, straying in the park, 
Seeking to hide herself; as doth the deer. 
That hath receiv'd sonie unrecuring wound. 

TU, It was my deer ;> and he, that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock, 
Environ'd with a wilderness of sea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave. 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
Here stands my other son, a banish'd man ; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes ; 
But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn. 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. — 
Had I but seen thy picture in this plight. 
It would have madded me ; What shall I do 
Now I behold thy lovely body so ^ 
Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears ; 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 
Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death. 
Thy brothers are condemned, and dead by this :-— 
Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 
When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gathered lily almost withered. 

Mar. Perchance, she weeps because they kill'd her 
husband : 
Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

7\V. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful, 
Because the law hath ta*en revenge on them. — 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed ; 
Witness the sorrow, that their sister makes. — 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips ; 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 

Tal The play npon deer and dear has been nsed by "WaUer, ^ho <^an« • 
tadf% girdle,— -The pale that held my lovely deer, JOHNS. ^^ 
11 VOL, VII. 

i 
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And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain ; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain'd ; like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood i 
And in the fountain shall we gaze so long. 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness. 
And made a brine^plt with our bitter tears ? 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days i 
What shall we do f let us, that have our tongues. 
Plot some device of further misery. 
To make us wonderM at in time to come. 

Luc, Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at your gprief. 
See, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar, Patience,dear niece: — goodTitus,dry thine eyes. 

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot. 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine. 
For thou, poor man, hast drown'd it with thine own. 

JLuc, Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit* Mark, Marcus, mark ! I understand her signs : 
Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee ; 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet. 
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
O, what a sympathy of woe is this ^ 
As far from help as limbo is from bliss ! ' 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar, Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — That, if thou love thy sons. 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 
And send it to the king : he for the same. 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive ; 
And that shall be the ransome for their lault. 

7Yr. O, gracious emperor ! O gentle Aaron ! 
Bid ever raven sing so like a lark, 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ? 
With all my heart, I'll send the emperor 
My hand ; 
Good Aaron, wilt thon help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father ; for that noble hand of thine, 

[3] The Limbus patrnm, aa it was called, is a place that the ichoolmen 
SDi>posed to be in the neighbourhood of hell. where the souls of the patriarchs 
were detained>and those good men who died before mu* Saviour's resarrection* 
Milton gives the name of Lim^ f his paradise of fools. REED. ' 
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That hath thrown down so many enemies, . 
Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn : 
My youth can better spare my blood than you ; 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe. 
Writing destruction on the enemy's castle i 
O, none of both but are of high desert : 
My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransome my two nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

^ar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go along. 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. - . 

£,uc. By heaven, it shall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more ; such wither'd herbsas these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Zt^c. 'Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son, 
Let mc redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And, for our father's sake, and mother's care. 
Now let me show a tfVother's love to thee. 

TV/. Agree between you ; I will spare my hand. 

Luc. Then PU go fetch an axe. 

Mar. But I will use the axe. [Exe.ltvc. and Mar. 

Tit. Coine hither* Aaron ; I'll deceive them both ; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

jiar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honest, 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : — 
But I'll deceive you in another sort. 
And that you'll say, ere half an hour can pass. [Aaide. 

[He cuts qff"T IT vs^s hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Now, stay your strife ; what shall be, is des- 
patch'd.— 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers, bid him bury it ; 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for my sons, sav, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an easy price ; 
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

./iar. 1 go, Andronicus : and for thy hand. 
Look by and by to have thy sons witjfi thee :— 
Their heads, I mean. — O, how this villainy Ij^side. 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 



i 
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Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 

Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [Exit, 

Tit, O, here 1 lift this one hand up to heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears. 
To that I call : — What, wilt thou kneel with me?[7bLAv. 
Do then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear our prayers ; 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim. 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds. 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. O ! brother, speak with possibilities. 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit, Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mar, But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit, If there were reason for these miseries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes : 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ? 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-swol'n face ? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ^ 
I am the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow \ 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 
Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 
Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a Messenger, luith two Heads and a Hand, 

Mea. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ; 
And here's thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back ; 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock*d ; 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes. 
More than remembrance of my father's death. [Exit, 

Mar, Now let hot ^tna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell ! 
These miseries are more than may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal. 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc, Ah, that this sight should make so deep a wound» 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
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That ever death should let life bear his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

[Lavivia kiasea him. 

Mar, Alas, poor heart, that kiss is cocnfortUss, 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit, When will this fearful slumber have an end ^ 

Mar, Now, farewell, flattery : Die, Aridronicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons' heads. 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs : 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! 
Now is a time to storm ^; why art thou still i 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar, Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not with this hour. 

Tit, Why, 1 have not another tear to shed : 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy. 
And would usurp upon my watry eyes. 
And make them blind with tributary tears ; 
Then which way shall 1 find revengers cave ^ 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bliss. 
Till all these mischiefs be return'd again. 
Even in their throats that have committed them. ■> 
Come, let me see what task I have to do.— 
You heavy people, circle me about ; 
That I may turn me to each one of you. 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear : 
— -Lavipia, thou shalt be employed in these things ; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy^ teeth. 
—As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight ; 
Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay : 
Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there : 
And, if you love me, as I think you do. 
Let's kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, anrfLAviNiAK^^ 

Luc, Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
Thou woefiirst man that ever liv'd in Rome ! 
Farewell, proud Rome .' till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than bis life. 
U*^ voi». yii« 
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Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ; 

O, 'would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been ! 

But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives. 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ; 

And make proud Saturniuus aud his empress 

Beg at the gates, like Tarquiu and his queen. 

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power. 

To be ^eveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. \^Exit. 

SCENE n. 

A Room in Titus** House. A Banquet set out. Enter Titu8» 
Marcos, Lavimia, and young Lucius, a Boy. 

Tit, So, so ; now sit : and look, you eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow -wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast ; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery, 
Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh. 
Then thus I thump it down.— 

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs! [7b Lay. 
When thy poor hea^t beats with outrageous beating. 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it stiH. 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get some little knife between thy teeth. 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall. 
May run into that sink, and soaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar, F) e. brother, fye ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Ti(. How now ! has sorrow made thee dote already? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life ! 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ; — 
To bid -^neas tell the tale twice o'er. 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ? 
O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands ; 
Lest we remember still, that we have none — 
Fye, fye, how frantickly I square my talk J 
Asjf ire should forget vf«had no Vi%.tvds^ 
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If IVfarcus did not name the word of hands !— 

Con^e, let^s fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this :— 

Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says ;— 

I can interpret all lier martyr'd signs ; — 

She says, she drinks no other drink but tears, 

Brew'd with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her cheeks :— 

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought ; 

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect. 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven. 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 

But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet. 

And, by still practice, learn to know thy meaning.^ 

Boy. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep laments : 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mar. Alas, the lender boy, in passion mov'd. 
Doth weep to sec his grandsire's heaviness. 

Tit. Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made of tears. 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away.— 

[Marcus strikes the dish with a knife. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Mar. 'At that that I have kill'd, my lord ; a fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill'st my heart ; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death, done on the innocent. 
Becomes not Titus' brother : Get thee gone ; 
I see, thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 

Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mother } 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings. 
And buz lamenting doings in the air ? 
Poor harmless fly ! 

That with his pretty buzzing melody. 
Came here to make us merry ; and thou hast kill'dhira. 

Mar. Pardon me, sir ; 'twas a black ill-favour'd fly. 
Like to the empress* Moor ; therefore I kill'd him. 

Tit. O, O, O, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 

For thou hast done a charitable deed. 

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him ; 

Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 

Come hither purposely to poison mc. — 

There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora 

Ah, sirrah ! — 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low, 

■ ■ ^ - I _ 

[4] By consfaot or toatinpal practice. JOHNS. 
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Bat that, between us, we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on biro, 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit, Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 
I'll to thy closet ; and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old.— 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young, 
And thou shalt read, when mine begins todazzle.[i^:rf. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The same, BeforeT jtvs^s Mouse. EnterTiTVsand 
Marcus. Then enter young Lucius, Lavinia running 
after him. 

Boy, HELP, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
/ Follows me every where, I know not why : — 
X Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes !— 
/ ^ Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar, Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harni. 

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Home, she did. 

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these signs } 

Tit, Fear her not, Lucius : Somewhat doth she mean : 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee. 
Sweet poetry, and TuUy's Orator. 
Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Boy, My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess. 
Unless some iit or frenzy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandsire say full oft. 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ', 
And. I have read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fear ; 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e*er my mother did. 
And would not, but in fury, fright my yonth : 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly ; 
Causeless, perhaps :-^But pardon me, sweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. [Lavinia turns over the booH 

which Lucius hat let/all* 
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Tit. How now, Lavinia ^—Marcus, what means this ^ 
Some book there is that she desires to see :— 
Which is it, girl, of these ? — Open them, boy. — 
But thou art deeper read, and better skiU'4; 
Come, a^Kl take choice of all my library. 
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed.— 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus i 

Mar. I think, she means, that there was more than one 
Confederate in the fact ; — Ay, more there was :— 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 

Tit. Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so ? 

Boy. Grandsire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphosis ; 
My mother gave't me. 

Mar. For love of her that's gone, v 

Perhaps she cull'd it from among the rest. 

Tit. Soft ! see, how busily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her : 

What would she find ? — Lavinia, shall I read ? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 
And treats of Tereus' treason, and his rape ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

il/ar.See,brother,see ; note,hov; she quotes the leaves.^ 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpriz'd, sweet girl, 
RavishM,- and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods ? — 
See, see S— 

Ay, such' a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O, had we never, never, hunted there !) 
Pattern'd by that the poet here describes. 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why should nature build so foul a den, 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, — for here are none but' 
friends, — 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, sweet niece ; — brother, sit down by mc. 
•—Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, that I may this treason find !— 
My lord, look here ;'»Look here, Lavinia : 
This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst. 
This after me, when I have writ my name 

CO To quoU is to observe. STEEV, 
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Without the help of any hand at all. 

[^He writes his name vnth his Staffs and guides 
it with his Feet and Mouth. 
Curs'd be that heart, that forc'd us to this shift !— - 
Write thou, eood niece ; and here display, at^ast. 
What God will have discovered for revenge 2 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain. 
That nle may know the traitors, and the truth I 

iShe takes the Staff in her Mouth, and guides it 
with her Stumps and writes. 

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath writ ? 
Stufirum^-^Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar. What, what ! — the lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed i 

Tit. Magne Dominator fioli. 
Tarn lentus audis scelera ? tam lentus vides ? 

Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although, I know. 
There is enough written upon this earth. 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me ; — Lavinia, kneel ; 
-»And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere,* 
And father, of that chaste dishonour*d dame. 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape,— 
That we will prosecute, by good advice, 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
And see their blood, or die with this reproach.' 

Tit. 'Tis sure enough, an you knew how. 
But if you hurt these bear-whelps, then beware : 
The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once. 
She's with the lion deeply still in league. 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back. 
And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list. 
You're a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone ; 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass. 
And with a gad of steel will write these words. 
And lay it by : the angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad, ^ 
And Where's your lesson then ? — Boy, what say you ? 

Boy. I say, my lord, that if I were a man. 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 

[21 FiPffr^— signifies a companion, and here metaphorically a husband. The 
proceeding of Bratus, which is alluded to, is described at lengh« in oar au- 
thor's Rape of Lucrece* as patting an end to the lamentations of CoU atiptf 
and LttcretiuSf the husband and rather of Lacretisi. TYRWHITT. 
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For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath foil oft 
For Uiis ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy, And, uncle, so will I, an if I live. 

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, ni fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, that I intend to send them both : 
Come, come ; thou'lt do thy message, wilt thou not } 

Boy, Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandsire. 

7¥^ No', boy, not so ; rll teach thee another course. 
— >Lavinia, come ;— Marcus, look to my house ; 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court ; 
Ay, marry, will we, sir ; and we'll be waited on. 

[Exeunt Titus, Lavinia, and Boy. 

Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compassion him i 
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy ; 
That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart. 
Than foe-men's marks upon his batter'd shield : 
But yet so just, that he will not revenge : — 
Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus ! ^ [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

The tame. A Moom in the Palace. Enter Aarohi, Chiron, 
and Dbmbtrius, atone door ; at another door, young Lucivs, 
and an Attendant^ v)ith a bundie ofvoeaponsf and verses vtrit up' 
on them. 

Chi, Demetrius, here's the son of Lucius ; 
He hath some m'ess*age to deliver to us. 

wjfar.Ay,some mad message from his mad grandfather. 

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may, 
I greet your honours from Andronicus ; — 
And pray the Roman gods, confound you both, [jfside. 

Dem. Gramercy,* lovely Lucius : What's the news ? 

Boy, That you are both decypher'd, that's the news. 
For villains mark'diwith rape. [Aai,"] May itpleaseyou, 
My grandsire, well-advis'd, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armoury. 
To gratify your honourable youth. 
The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say ; 
And so I do, and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that w henever you have need, 

£3] It should be* Revense, ye heavens !— — JOHNS. 
I4j Qram/srcy ; L e. grand merci ; great thainks. STEEV. 
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You may be armed and appointed well : 
And so I leave you both, [Asid€.'\ like bloody villains. 

[Rx, Boy and Attendant. 

iD^m. What's here? A scroll; and written round about ? 
Let's see ; 

Integer vita, acelerisgue fiurus^ 
JVbn eget Mauri jaculia^ nee arcu, 

Chi, O, 'tis a verse in Horace ; I know it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 

^ar. Ay, just ! — a verse in Horace;— right, you have it. 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 
Here's no sound jest ! the old man hath found 

their guilt ; 
And sends the weapons wrapp'd about with lines, 
^ That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 
But were our witty empress well a- foot. 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 
But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and, more than so. 
Captives, to be advanced to this height f 
It did me good, before the palace-gate 
To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Dem, But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us gifts. 

jiar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ? 
Did you not use his daughter very friendly ? 

Dem, I would, we had a thousand Roman idames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say amen. 

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand more. 

Dem. Come, let us go ; and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aar. Pray to the devils ; the gods have given us o'er. 

Ijiaide. Flourish. 

Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish thus ? 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Dem. Soft ; who comes here ? 

Enter a jYurae^witha Black-a- Moor Child in herarma, 

J^ur, Good morrow, lords : 
O, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor ? 

Aar. Well, more, or less, or ne'er a whit at aU» 
Here Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ? 

JVar. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone f 
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Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 

^ar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep f 
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms f 

Mtr, O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye, 
Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace ;*— 
She is dieliver'd, lords, she is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom f 

•Vttr. I mean, she's brought to bed. 

Jar. Well, God 
Give her good rest ! What hath he sent her f 

Mir, Adevi). 

Aar* Why, then she is the devil's dam ; a joyful issue. 

JV«r. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue : 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar, Out, out, you whore ! is black so base a hue ?— » 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 

Dem, Villain, what hast thou done ? 

Aar, Done ! that which thou 
Canst not unda 

Chi. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar, Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Dem, And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice ! 
Accurs'd the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Cfd, It shall not live. 

Aar. It shall not die. 

JWir. Aaron, it mu9t : the mother wills it so. 

Aar, What, must it, nurse i then let no man, but I, 
Do execution <m my "flesh and blood. 

Dem. 1*11 broach the tadpole on my rapier's point, ^ 
Nurse, give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch it. 

Aar. Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up. 
[Takes the Child from the Mirae, and draws. 
Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother t 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky. 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my scimitar's sharp point. 
That touches this my first-born son and heir ! 
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus, 
With all his threat'ning band of Typhon's brood, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 

lS2 A broach is a spit. I'll spit the tadpole. JOHNS. 
12 VOL. VIZ. 
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Shall seize this pt ey out of his father's hands. 

What, what ; ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys ! 

Ye white-li(n*d walls ! ye alehouse painted signs ! 

Coal-black is better than another hue. 

In that it scorns to bear another hue : 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can never turn a swanks black legs to white. 

Although she lave them hourly in the flood. 

Tell the emperess from me, I am of age 

To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can. 

Dem, Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ? 

*4ar. My mistress is niy mistress ; this, myself ; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, before all the world, do I prefer ; 
This, maugreallthe world, will! keep safe. 
Or sonve ef you fihall smoke for it in Rome. 

£>em» By this our mother is forever shamM. 

Chi, Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

JVur. The emperor, in hi» rage, will doom her death. 

-Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy.* 

Aar, Why, there's theprivilege your beauty baars : 
Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with blushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart ! 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer : 
Look, hew the black slave smiles upon the father ; 
As who should say. Old iad^ I am Aine own. 
He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 
And, from that womb, where you imprison'd wiere* 
He is enfranchised, and come to light : 
Nay, he^s your brother by the sarer side. 
Although my seal be stamped in his face. 

JVUr. Aaron, what shall I say unto the -empress ? 

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done. 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice ; 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar. Then si^*we down, and let us all consult. 
My son and I will have the wind of you ^ 
Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

[ They ait on the ground* 

Dem, How many "women saw this child of his ? 

Jar, Why «o,brave lords ; When we all join in league, 
I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 

. - I — ■ I.. ■ . r . .■■ mt,m « m ■«* ■ 

0^] Ignomy for -ignominy, MilL. 
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The ocean swells not so .as Aaron storms;'*-' 
But, say again, how many saw the child ^ 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and my self » 
And no one else, but the deliver'd empress- 

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself : 
Two may keep counsel, when the third^s away : 
Go to the empress ; tell her.this f said : [Stabbing her. 
— -Weke, weke !— so cries a pig, prepar'd to the spit. 

Dem, What mean'st thou, Aaron t Wherefore didst 
thou this ? 

Aar, O, lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours^.^ 
A long-tongu'd babbling gossip ^ no, lords, no: 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman, 
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed ; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack with him, 7 and give the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumstance of all ; 
And how by this their child shall be advanc'd. 
And be received for the empeix)r*s hetr. 
And substituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempest whirling in the conrt ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own* 
Hark ye, lords ; ye see, that I have given her physic, 

[Pointing to the Nurse, 
And )'ou must needs bestow her funeral ; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant gt*ooms : 
This done, see that yoti take no longer days^ 
But send the midwife presently to me. 
The midwife, and the nurse, well made away. 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi, Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dem, For this care of Tamora, 
Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Chi. bearing off the Nurae* 

Aar, Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies ; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms. 
Arid secretly to greet the empress* friends.— 
Come on, you thick-lipp'd slave, Til bear you hence ; 
For it is you that put us to our shifts : 
I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots, 

[7] Pack, here seems to have the meaning of— make a barga^* Or it maj 
rnean^ as in the phrase of modern gamesters* to act collusively. 

' *• And mif^y dokes pack knaves for balf a crown/' POPE* ' 
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And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat. 

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 

To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exit, 

SCENE III. 

The tame. A Public Place, Enter Titus, bearing arrovot, 
with lettert at the endi of them ; voith him Marcus, young 
Lucius, and other Gentlemen, v>ith bowe. 

TYr.Come, Marcus, come ; — Kinsmen, this is the way; 
—Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; 
Look ye draw home enough, and *tis there straight : 
Terras Aatrcea reliquit : 

Be you remember'd, Marcus, she's gone, she's fled. 
— Sir, take you to your tools. — You, cousins, shall 
Go 'Sound the ocean, and cast your nets; 
Happily you may find her in the sea ; 
Yet there's as little justice as at land :— 
No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it r 
'Tis you must dig with mattock, and with spade, 
And pierce the inmost center of the earth ; 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 
'I pray you, deliver him this petition : 
Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid ; 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 
Ah, Rome ! — Well, well ; I made thee miserable^ 
What time I threw the people's ^suffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o*er me.— 
Oo, get you gone ; and pray be careful all. 
And leave you not a man of war unsearch*d ; 
This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence*. 
And', kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar, O, Publius, is not this a heavy case. 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pub, Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns. 
By day and night tp attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may. 
Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude. 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Til. Publius, how now t how now, my masters f What; 
Have you met with her f 

Pub. No, my good lord ; bat Pluto sends you word 
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If you will have revenge from hell, you Bhall : 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employ 'd. 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere els^r 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit, He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays. 
I'll dive into the burning lake below. 
And pull her out of Acheroa by the heels.r* 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we ; 
No big-bon*d men, fram*d of the Cyclops' size : 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back ; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear.*' 
And, sith there is no justice in earth nor hell,. 
We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods* 
To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come, to this gear. You are a igood archer, Marcusi 

[He give* them the arrows-. 
Ad Jovem^ that's for you ; — Here, ad JifioUinem ••— 
M Mortem^ that's for myself ; — 
Here, boy, to Pallas : — Here, to Mercury :-^ 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, — 
You wei*e as good to shoot against the wind. — 
To it, boy.— Marcus, loose when I bid : 
O' my word, I have written to effect ; 
There's not a god left unsolicited. 

Mar, Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court: 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 

Tit, Now, masters, draw, [They shoat,"] O, welL 
said, Lucius ! 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap ; give it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, Taim a mile beyond the moon ;■ 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

T^t. Ha ! Publius, Publius, what hast thou done ! 
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns. 

Mar, This was the sport, my lord : when Publihs shot; 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the court ; 
And who should find them but the empress' villain f 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he should not choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 

Tit, Why, there it goes : God give your lordship joy, 

£nter a Cloiun^ with a basket and two fiigeona, 
News^news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come. 
-—Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters i 
Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter } 

^3 Td wriog a borse is to press or itrain his back, JOilNS» ^ 

12* VOL. VH. X -^ 
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Clo, Ho ! the gibbet-maker } he says, that he hath 
taken them down again, for the man must not be hang- 
ed till the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee ? 

Clo, Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter ; I never drank 
with him in all my life. 

Tit, Why villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Clo, Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else. 

Tit, Why, didst thou not come from heaven ^ 

Clo, From heaven } alas, sir, I never came there : 
God forbid, I should be so bold to press to heaven in my 
young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the 
tribunal plebs,* to take up a matter of brawl betwixt 
my uncle and one of the emperial's men. 

Mar, Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for 
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the 
emperor from you. 

Tit, Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em- 
peror with a grace ^ 

Clo, Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in all 
my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither : make no more ado, 
But give your pigeons to the emperor : 
By me thou shalt have justice at his hands. 
Hold, hold ; mean while, here's money for thy charges. 
— Give me a pen and ink.— 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication i 

Clo, Ay, sir. 

Tit, Then here is a supplication for you. And when 
you come to him, at the first approach, you must kneel ; 
then kiss his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons ; and 
then look for your reward, Til be at hand, sir ; see 
you do it bravely. 

Clo, I warrant you, sir ; let me alone. 

Tit, Sirrah, hast thou a knife i Come, let me see it. 
Here, Marcus> fold it in the oration ; 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant : — 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor^ 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo, God be wiih you, sir ; I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let*s go : — Publius, follow me. 

[^Exeunt* 

(9] I suppose the clown means to say, plebeian triburt', tribune of the.peo- 
pVr ; for none coofd fill ihla o$(t but soch as were detcended form f^ebeh^, 
aucestorsk 5T££V. 
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SCENE IV. 

The tame. Before the Palace, Enter Satdrntnvs, TAMoitA» 
CRXROiTy DsMBTRiuSy Lords, and Other t ; Saturnxnus 
noith the arrmae in hh hand, that Titus shot, 

^/. Why,lords,what wrongs are these? Was ever seen 
An emperor of Rome thus overborne, 
Troabled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of egal justice, us*d in such contempt ? 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods. 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath pass'd. 
But even with law, against the wilful sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 
His sorrows have so overwhelm'd his wits. 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 
And now he writes to heaven for his redress : 
See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury ; 
This to Apollo ; this to the god of war : 
Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome !. 
What's this, but libelling against (he senate, 
And blazoning our injustice every where ? 
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 
As who would say, in Rome no justice werc» 
But, if I live, his feigned ecstasies 
Shall be no shelter to these oi^trages : 
But he and his shall know, that justice liv^ 
In Saturninus' health ; whom, if she sleep. 
He'll so awake, as she in fury shall 
Cut off the proud'st conspirator that lives. 

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts. 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age. 
The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons. 
Whose loss hathpierc'd him deep«and scarr'd his heart; 
And rather comfort his distressed plight. 
Than prosecute the meanest, or the best. 
For these contempts. — Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloze with all : [jiside. 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick. 
Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise, 
Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port.— - 

Enter Clown, 
How now, good fellow ? wouldst thou speak with us ? 
Clo. Ves, forsooth, an your n^stership be imperial. 



I 
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Tarn. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor. 

Clo, 'Tis he. — God, and saint Stephen, give you rood 
den : I have brought you a letter, and a couple ot pi- 
geons here. [Sat urn in us reads the letter. 

Sat. Go,^take him away* and hang him presently. 

Clo. How much money must 1 have f 

Tarn. Come> sirrah, you must be hang'd. 

Clo. Hang'd ! By'r lady, then I have brought up a 
Deck to a fair end. [Exit^ guarded. 

Sat. Despitefil and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monstrous villainy f 
I know from whence this same device proceeds ? 
May this be borne .^— as if his traitorous sons, 
That died by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully.— 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair ; 
Kor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege : — 
For this proud mock. Til be thy slaughter-man ; 
Sly frantic wretch, that holp'st to make me great. 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter ^milius. 
—What news with thee, ^Imilius i 

Mm. Arm,arm,my lords; Rome never had more eauset 
The Goths^have^ather'd head ; and with a power 
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil. 
They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 
Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths f 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms-; 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 
'Tis he the common people love so much ; 
Myself have often overheard them say, 
(When I have walked like a private .man,) 
That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully. 
And they have wish'd that Lucius were their emperor, 

Ta7n. Why should you fear f is not your city strong f 

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius ; 
And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tarn, King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy nafla^ 
Is the sun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it t 
The eagle suffers little birds to sing. 
And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 
Knowing that with the shaaow of his wings, 
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He can at pleasure stint their melody : 
Even 80 may'st thou the giddy. men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus, 
With words more sweet, and yet mor^ dangerous. 
Than baits to fish, <ur honey-stalks to sheep ;^ 
When as the one is wounded with the bait. 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat, But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tarn, If Tamora entreat him, then he will : 
For I can smooth, and fill his ag^d ear 
With golden promises ; that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf. 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue- 
Go thou before, be our embassador : \Tq ^mil« 
Sa^, that the emperor requests a parley 
Of^ warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 
Even at his father's house, the old Andronicus. 

Sat. ^milius, do this message honourably : 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety. 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 

MmiU Your bidding shall I do efiectually. \^Exit. 

Tarn, Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 
And temper him, with all the art 1 have. 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths«. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again,, 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him. \Ex€unt^ 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.^Piain9 near Rfne. Enter Lucius, and Goths f 

v)ith Drum and Colours. 

Luc* Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor. 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath. 
Let him make treble satisfaction. 

1 Goth, Brave slip, sprung from the great Andronicus, 

CO Hooey^stalks are clover flowers, which contain a tweet juice. It it com* 
" for eatde to o ercharge themselves with clover, and die. JOHNS. 
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Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort ; 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us : we'll follow where thou lead'st,— » 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day, 
Led by their master to the flower*d. fields,— - 
And be aveng'd on cursed Tamora. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all with him» 
Luc, I humbly thank him, and I thank yoa all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, voith his Child in hi* arm*, 

2 Goth, Renowned Lucius, from our troops I stray'dt 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controU'd with this discourse : 
J^eacCj tawny slave ; half me ^ and half thy dam i 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou ari^ 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother* s look^ 
Villain^ thou might^st have been an emfieror : 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white ^ 
Tltey never do beget a coal-black calf. 
J^eace^ villain^ fieace J — even thus he rates the babet-< 
For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 
Who, when he knows thou art the emperess* babCf 
Will hold thee dearly /or thy mother*s sake. 
With this my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him, 
Surpriz'd him suddenly ; and brought him hither^ 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

JLuc. O worthy Goth ! this is the incarnate deiril. 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empress* eye ;^ 
And here's the base fruit of his burning lust.-— 
Say, wall-ey'd slave, whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face f 
Why dost not speak ? What ! deaf ? No ; not a word i 
A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree. 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

jlar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 

Z,uc. Too like the sire for ever bein^ good.— 
First, hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 
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[21 Alliidij|ifl; to the proverb, " A black man it a pearl ia a fair womaft'i 
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A sight to vex^e father's soul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 

\A ladder br ought ^v)hich Aaron U obliged fo ascend, 

Aar. Lucius, save the child ; 
And bear it from me to the emperess. 
If thou do this, Til show thee wond'rous things. 
That highly may advantage thee to hear : 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
ni speak no mere ; But vengeance rot you all ! 

Zttc. Say on ; and, ifitplease me which thou speak'st. 
Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish 'd. 

Aar, An if it please thee ? why, assure thee, Lucius, 
*Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 
For I most talk of murders, rapes, and massacres. 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mischief, treason ; villainies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously performed : 
And this shall all be buried by my death. 
Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

lauc. Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy child shall live. 

Aar, Swear, that he shall, and then I will begin. 

Luc. Who should I swear by ^ thou believ'st no god ; 
That granted, how canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aar, What If I do not ? as, indeed, I do not : 
Yet, — for I know thou art religious. 
And hast a thing within thee, called conscience ; 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies. 
Which I have .seen thee careful to observe, — 
Therefore I urge thy oath ; — For that, I know. 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god. 
And k«eps the oath, which by that god he swears ; 
To that I'll urge him : — Therefore, thou shalt vow 
By that same god, what god soe'er it be. 
That thou adcr'st and hast in reverence,-— 
To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 
Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my God, I swear to thee, I will. 

Aar, First, know thou, I begot him on the empress. 

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lttcius ! this was but a deed of charity. 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 
'Twas her two sons that murder'd Bassianus : 
They «ut thy sister's tongue, and ravish'd her, 
And«ctit her handi^ ; and trimm'd her as thou saw'st. 
Iau. O, detestable villain ! call'st thou that trimming } 
wfa»Why,8h€ was wash'd,andcut,and trimm'd; and 'twas 
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Trim sport for them that had the doing of it, 
Luc, O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself ! 
^ar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them ; 
That codding spirit had they from their mother, 
As sure a card as ever won the 6et ^ 
That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of m^e, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head.' 
•^Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth. 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole. 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 
I wrote the letter that thy father found. 
And hid the gold within the letter mention'd. 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons ; 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it f 
I play*d the cheater for thy father's hand ; 
And, when I had it, drew myself apart. 
And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall. 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads ; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd so heartily. 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his ? 
And when I told the empress of th^rs sport. 
She swoonded almost at my pleasing tale. 
And, for mv tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 
Goth, What ! canst thou say all this, and never blush 
^ar. Ay, like a black doe, as the saying is.^ 
Luc, Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds ? 
j1ar» Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think, 
Fewcome within the compass of my curse,} 
Wherein I did not some notorious itl 'i 
As kill a man, or elsevdevise his death ; 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 
Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself : 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night, 
I And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
• Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves. 
And set them upright at their dear friends doors. 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on thei r skins, as on the bark of trees, ^ 

C2] An allusion to buU-dogrs, trbose generosity and coorare are alway 
shown by meetine the bull in frout and seizins his nose. JOHNS. 
CS] To kluih like a black dog, appears from Kay« to Imtc Ken proverbial 

REED. 
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Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your aorrovf die^ though 1 am dead. 
Ti>t% I have done a thousand dreadful things. 
As willingly as one would kill a fly ; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed. 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc* Bring down the devil ;^ for he must not die 
So sweet a death, as hanging presently. 

Aar» If there be devils, 'would I were a devil. 
To live and bum in- everlasting fire ; 
So I might have your company in hell. 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no more. 

Enter a Goth, 

Goth, My lord, there is a messenger from Rome, 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 
Luc* Let him come near. — 

Enter FE4^il'LiJJS, 

Welcome, ^milius, what's the news from Rome ? 

JEmii, Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me : 
And, for he understands you are in arms. 
He craves a parley at your father's house. 
Willing you to demand your hostages, 
And they shall be immediately deliver'd. 

1 Goth, What says our general f 

Luc, ^milius,.let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 
And we will come.-^March away. ^Exeunt. 



SCENE n. 

liome. Before Titus'* ffowe. Enter Tamora, Chiron, 

and Demetrius, disguised. 

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I wHl encounter with Andronicus ; 
And say, I am Revenge, sent from below. 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they sa^, he keeps, 

C4] It appears from these words, that the audience were entertained with 
part of the aoparatus of an execution, and that Aaron was mtfontcd on a 
Jadder, as readjr to be turned off. ST££V. 

13 VOL. Vll. 
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To rumiDate strange plots of dire revenge ; 

Tell him, Revenge is. come to join with him^i^ 

And work con&ision on bis enemies. \Thty ktiock. 

Enter Titus above, . 

Tit, Who doth molest my contemplation^ 
Is it your triclL, to make me ope the door.; 
That so my sad decrees may ny away* 
And all my study be to no effect ? 
"Yot^ are deceivM : for what I mean to do» 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 
And what is written shall be^xecuted. 

Tarn, Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit, No ; not a word : How can I grace my talk» 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? 
Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 
'Tarn, If thou didst know me, thou wouldst taM^ 
with me. 

Tit, I am not mad ; I know thee well enough : 
"Witness this wretched stump, these crimson Hnes^ 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and cave ; 
'Witness the tiring day, and heavy night ; 
Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
!For our proad empress, mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy coming for my other hand i 

Tarn. Know thou, sad man, I am not^imora ; 
.^he is thy enemy, and I thy friend : 
I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdonif 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind. 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
«Come down, and welcome me to this world^s llfjht^ 
Confer with me of murder and of death : 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-place, 
"No va«t obscurity, or misty vale. 
Where bloody murder, or detested rape. 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
ilevenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 

Tit, Art thou Revenge ? and art thtm sent to me. 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Tarn, I am ; therefore come down, and welcome me' 

2 It, Do me soofe service, ere I come to thee. 
jLo, by thy^ide where Rape, and Murder, stand ; 
fffow.give some 'surance that thou art Revenge, 
iStab j&em, or tear them ^n thy chariot wheels ; 
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And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner. 
And whirl ^long, with *thee aboat the globes. 
Provide thSe proper palfries, black, as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away. 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 
And, when thy carls loaden with their heads> 
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long ; 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east, 
Until his very downfal in the sea. 
And day by day 111 do this heavy task. 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.* 

Tam^ These are my ministers, and come with me. 

Tit, Are they thy ministers ? what are they call'd ^ 

Tarn, Rapine, and Murder ; therefore called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 

Tit, Good lord, how like the empress' sons they are ! 
And yon, the empress ! But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 

And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit TiTUs,/rom abqv€\ 
Tarn. This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain-sick fits. 
Do you uphold and miintain in your speeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
111 make him send for Lucius, his son ; 
Andy whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
I'll find some cunning practice out of hand. 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies.^ 
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. ^ 

JEnr^r Titus. • 

Tit, Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house ;— 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too :— 
How like the empress and her sons you are ! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor lo- 



ts] i do not know of any instance that can be brought to prove that rapt 
VMrapint were ever used as synonymous terms. The word rapine has al- 
ways been employed for a lea fatal kind of plunder, and means the violent 
act of deprivation of any good, the honour here alluded to being alwaya ex- 
cepted. 8TEEV. 
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Could not all hell afford you such a devil ?— 
For, well I wot, the empress never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor ; 
And, would you represent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had such a devil : 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ? 

Tarn, What wouldst thou have us do, Andronicus ? 

Dem, Show me a murderer, 1*11 deal with him. 

Chi, Show me a villain, that has done a rape, 
And I am sent to be reveng'd on him. 

Tarn. Show me a thousand, that hath done thee wrong, 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

7Vr. Look round about the wicked streets of Rome ; 
And when thou find*st a man that's like thyself. 
Good Murder, stab him ; he's a murderer. — 
Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap, 
To find another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher.— 
Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queenj attended by a Moor ; 
Well may'st thou know her by thy own proportion. 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 
I pray thee, do on them some violent death, 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well hast thou lesson'd us ; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son. 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Gottts*, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 
I will bring in the empress and her sons. 
The emperor himself; and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel. 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart. 
What says Andronicus to this device ? 

Tit, Marcus, my brother ! — 'tis sad Titus calls. 

Enter Marcus. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths j 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are : 
Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them. 



ACT r. T1TU8 AKOROKICVS* 6L 

This do thou for my love ; and so let him. 
As he regards his aged father's life. 

Mar. This will 1 do, and soon return again. [Exit. 

Tom, Now will I hence about thy business. 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit, Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with me ; 
Or else I'll call my brother back again. 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tom, What say you, boys ? will you abide with him, 
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor. 
How I have governed our determine jest ? 
Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, [AMe-. 
And tarry with him, till I come again. 

Tit, I know them all, though they suppose me mad ; 
And will o'er-reach them in tneir own devices, 
A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. \A%idt^ 

bem. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 

Tarn, Farewell, Andronicus ; Revenge now goes 
To lay a com plot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tam. 

Tit, I know, thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge, farewell. 

Chi, Tell us, old man, how shall we be employed ? 

Tit, Tut, I have work enough for ypu to do.— 
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine ! 

Enter Publius, and Others, 

Pub, What's your will t 

Tit. Know you these two i 

Pub, Th' empress' sons, 
I take them, Chiron and Demetrius. 

Tit. Fye, Publius, fye ! thou art too much deceived ;J 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them : 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour. 
And now I find it ; therefore bind them sure ; 
And stop their mouths, if thev begin to cry. 

l^Exit TiTUS.— — i'uBLius, is^c, lay hold on 
Chiron and Demetrius. 

Chi. Villains, forbear ; we are the empress' sons. 

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded.— 
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word r 
Is he sure bound f look, that you bind them fast. 

13* VOL. TII. 
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Re-enter Titus Andronicus, laith Lavinia ; the bearing a 

Baton, and he a Knife, 

7Yr. Come, come, Lavinia ; look, thy foes are bound ; 
-^Sirs, stop their moutlis, let them not speak to me ; 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. — 
O villainsy Chiron and Demetrius ! 
Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd with mud ; 
This goodly summer with your winter rnixM. 
You kill'd her husband ; and, for that vile fault. 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death : 
My hand cut of, and made a merry jest : 
Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity, 
Inhilman traitors, you constrain'd and forc'd. 
What would you say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how 1 mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats ; 
Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold 
The bason, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feast with me. 
And calls herself. Revenge, and thinks me mad, — 
Hark, villains ; I will grind your bones to dust. 
And with your blood and it, I'll make a paste ; 
And of the paste a coffin I will rear,^ 
And make two pasties of your shameful heads ; , 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to. 
And this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 
I^or worse than Philomel you us'd my daughter, 
And worse than Hrogne I will be reveng'd : 
And now prepare your throats. — Lavinia, come, 

[He cuts their thrmU. 
Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead. 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small, 
' And with this hateful liquor temper it ; ^ 
And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove 
More stern and bloody than the Centaurs' feast. 
So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook, ' 
And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

[Exeunty bearing the dead bodies. 

[6] A coffin is the term of an for the cavity of a Taised pyr. JOHNS. 

■ 
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SCENE III. 

The same. A Pavilion, vsith Tables, ^c. Enter Lucius^ 
Marcus^ and Goths, with Aaroit, Prisoner. 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, siivce 'tis my father's mind. 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 

1 Goth, And ours, with thine, befall what fortune will. 

Z,uc, Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil ; 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him,. 
Till he be brought unto the empress* face. 
For testimony of her foul proceedings : 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. ^ 

.4ar, Some devil whisper curses in mine ear. 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Luc. Away, inhuman dog ! unhallow'd slave !— 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in« 

{Exeunt Goths, with Aaron, Flourish} 
The trumpets show, the emperor is at hand. 

Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with Tribunes, 

Senators, and others. 

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than one i 

Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun ? 

Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle ;^ 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end. 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places'. 

Satt Marcus, we will. 
[^Hautboys sound. The Company sit down at Table. 

Enter Titus, dressed like a Cook, Lavinia veiled, 
young Lucius, and others. Titus /ilaces the dish- 
es on the Table. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; — welcome, dread 
queen ; — 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; — welcome, Lucius ; — ^ 
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor, 

[7I i.e. Begin the parley. We yet say, **he breaks his miiid." JOHNS. 
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*Twill fill }rour stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

iat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus ? 

Tit, Because I would be sure to have all well» 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tarn, We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
— »]tf y lord the emperor, resolve me this ; 
Was it well done of rash Virgin ius. 
To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 
Because she was enforc'd, stain'd, and deflour'd i 

Sat, It was, Andronicus. 

Tit, Your reason, mighty lord ! 

Sat. Because the girl should not survive her shame. 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 
»7V/. A reason mighty, strong, and eflfectual ; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant. 
For me, most wretched to perform the like :< 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

[He kills Lavinia. 
And, with thy shame, thy father's sorrow die ! 

Sat, What hast thou done, unnatural, and unkind } 

7V/.Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me blind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was : 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ;— and it is now done. 
. Sat, What, was she ravish'd ? tell, who did the deed. 

Tit. Wiirt please you eat ^ will't please your high- 
ness feed ? 

Tarn. Why hast thou slain thine only daughter thus ? 

Tit. Not I ; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius : 
They ravish'd her, and cut away her tongue. 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
. Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye ; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
'Tis true, 'tis true ; witness my knife's sharp point. 

[Jelling Tamora. 

Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed. 

[KilHng Titus. 

Luc. Can the son's eye behold his father bleed i 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[iK//«SATURNiNus. Jl great tumult. The Peoplein 
confusion disfierse. Marcus, Lucius, and their 
Partizana ascend the steps before Tiius't hddst. 
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Mar: Yousad-fac'd men, pedple and sons of Rome, 
By uproar sevcr'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 
O, let me teach -you how to knit again 
This scatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf. 
These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself ; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court*sy to. 
Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away^, 
Do shameful execution on herself*^ 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 
Grave witnesses of true experience, 
Caniu>t induce you to attend my words, — 
Speak> Rome's dear friend ; \To Lucius.] as erst our 

ancestor,. 
When with his solemn tongue he did discourse. 
To love-sick Dido's sad attending car. 
The story of that baleful burning night. 
When subtle Greeks surpriz'd king Priam's Troy ; 
Tell us, what Siuon hath bewitched our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in. 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.— 
My heart is iiot compact of flint, nor steel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory. 
And break my very utterance ; even i'the time . 
When.it should move you to attend me most. 
Lending your kind commiseration : 
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale ; 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

L,uc, Then, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That cursed: Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother ; 
And they it were, that ravished our sister : 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; . 
Our father's- tears despis'd ; and basely cozen'd* 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out. 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 
Lastly, myself unkindly banished. 
The gates shut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies ; 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears. 
And op'd their arm» to embrace me as a friend : 
And I ^na the turn 'd*forth« be it known to you. 
That have preserved her welfare in my blood ; 
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And from her bosom took the enemy's point, 
Sheathing the steel in my advent'rous body. 
Alas \ you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 
My scars can witness, dumb although they are. 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 
But, soft ; methinks, I do digress too much. 
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me ; 
For when no friends are by, men praise themselres. 
Mar, Now is my turn to speak ; Behold this child, 

[Pointing to the Child in the armB (^an Attendant ^ 

Of this was'Tamora delivered ; 

The issue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of these woes ; 

The villain is alive in Titus' house, 

Damn'd as he is, to witness this is true. 

Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 

These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience, 

Or more than any living man could bear. 

Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Romans? 

Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein. 

And, from the place where you behold us now. 

The poor remainder of Andronici 

Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down. 

And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains, 

And make a mutual closure of our house. 

Speak, Romans, speak ; and, if you say, we shall, 

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

JEmiL Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know. 
The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Rom, [Several afieak,"] Lucius, all hail ; Rome*s 
royal emperor ! 

Lucius, Is^c, descend. 

Mar. Go, go into old Titus' sorrowful house ; 

[To an Attendant. 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd some direful slaughtering death. 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 
nom, [Several sfieakJ] Lucius, all hail; Rome's 
gracious governour ! 
* Luc, Thanks, gentle Romans ; May I govern so* 
7*0 heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe \ 
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Bat, gentle people, give me aim awhile,-— 
For nature pots me to a heavy task ;— 
Stand all aloof ; — hot, uncle, draw you near, 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk :-— 
P, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips, 

\Ki%9e8 Titus. 
These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain'd face* 
The last true duties of thy noble son 1 

Mar, Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss. 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 
O, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them \ 

Luc* Come hither, bov ; come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in showers. Thy gjandsire lov'd thee well x 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, 
Supg thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee. 
Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 
\sl that respect then, like a loving child, 
-Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring. 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe : 
Bid him £arewell ; commit him to the grave ; 
I>o him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Boy^ O grandsire, grandsire ! even with all my heart 
'Would I were dead, so you did live again !— 

lord, 1 cannot speak to him for weeping ; 
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Jittcndantn^ with Aaron. 

1 Rwn, You sad Andronici, have done with woes ; 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch. 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish him ; 
There let him stand, and rave and cry for food : 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence he dies. This is our doom : 
Some stav, to see him fastened in the earth. 

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fury dumb ? 

1 am no baby, I, that, with base prayers, 
I should repent the evils I have done ; 
Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did. 
Would I perform, if I might have my will ; 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 

1 4o ■r'e|>eiit it ft'om -my very soul. 
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Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor iienoey 
And give him burial in his father's grave : 
My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument. 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 
No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey : 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity ; 
And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 
See justice done to Aaron, that damn'd Moor, 
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 
Then, afterwards, to order well the state ; 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Exeunt.^ 



[8] There is an aathority for ascribing this play to Shakspeare* vhich T 
think « very strong one. though not ntade use of* as I remember, by any of 
his commentators. It is given to him, among other playi» >which are on- 
doabtedly his, in a little book, called Palladis Tamia, or the Secund Part^f 
Wit*s Commonnuealthf written by Francis Meres, Maister of Arts, and printed 
at Loudon in 1598. T be other tragedies, enumerated as his in that book, 
are King John, Richard the Second, Henry the Fourth, Richard the Third» 
and Romeo and Juliet. The comedies are, the Midswnmer-Nighf 5 Dream, 
the Gentlemen of Verona, the Comedy of Errors, the Love*s Labour's Lost, the 
Love's Labour Won, and the Merchant of Venice. 1 have given this list« at'it 
serves so far to ascertain the date of these plays ; and also, at it contains a 
notice of a comedv of Shakspeare, the Love's Labour Won, not inckidedin 
any collection of his works ; nor, as far as I knowr attributed to him by 
any other authority. TYRWHITT. 

On what principle the editors of the iSrst complete edition of our po- 
et's plays admitted this into their volume, caanot now be ascertained. The 
most probable reason that can be assigned, is, that lie wrote a few lines hi 
it, or gave some assistance to the author, in revising ic; or in some other 
way aided him in bringing it forward on the suge- The tradition mention- 
ed by Ravenscroft in the time of King James II. warrants us io makii^ one 
or other of these suppositions. «• I have been told" (says he in his preface 
to an alteration of this play published -in 1687O '* bvsome anciently conver- 
sant with the stage, that it was not originally his, out brought by a. private 
author to be acted, and be only gave some msntertoudies to one or two of 
the principal parts or char.-icters. 

To enter into a long disauisitioii to prove this-piece not to havebeen writ- 
ten by Shaks|}e»re. would oe an idle waste of time. To ^Ose who aire not 
conversant with his writings, if particular fKassages were exaftntned* more 
words would be necessary than the subject is worth ; those who m% ^^11 
acquainted with his works, cannot entertain a doubt on the question —I 
will howevrr mention one mode by which it may 'be easily aiceitaiined. Let 
the reader ortlv peruse a^few lines of Appius and Virginia, Tancredani Cis- 
mund. The BaUle of Aicaxar, Jertmimo, Selimus Emperor oftlie Turks, The 
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of Shakipeare. and he will at once perceive that Titus Andronicus was coin- 
ed In the same mint. 

The test.moay of Meres, mentioned in a preceding note, alone remaios- 
to be considered. His enumerating this among Shakspeare's plays may be 
accounted for in the same way in which we may account for iu being prin- 
ted by hia feUow-comedians in the first folio edition of his works. Mercs was, 
in 1 398, when his book appeared, intimately connected with Draytoii, and 
profahiy acquainted with some of the dramatic poets of the time, from some, 
or odwr of whom he might have heard that Shakspeare interested himselt 
about this tragedy , or had written a few Hues for the author. The internal 
evidence furnished by the piece itself, and proving it not to have been the 
production of Shakspjcare, greatly outweighs any sinjfle testimony on the 
other tide. Meres might- kiave been misinformed* or mconsidetately have 
given credit to the rumour of the day. For six of ttu pUys which he has 
mentioned, (esyclusive of the evidence which the rrpresentation of the pieces 
themselves migfa< have fumished,).he hadperfaaps no better anthoritv tlian the 
whisper of the theatre ; forthey were not then printed. He could not have 
been deceived by a title.psige, as Dr. Johnsonsnpposes; for Shakspe?re's name- 
is net in the title-page of the edidon printed in quarto in 1611, and thetefore 
we may conclude, was not in the title-page ot that in 1^94, of which the 
other was undoubted) y a re-impression. Haorthis mean pertorniance been the- 
work of 8hakspcare> can it be supposed that the bookstUers- would not have 
endeavoured to jgrocure a sale for it by stamping his name upon it ? • 

In short, the high antiquity of the pi«ce, its entry on tbr Stationers' books, 
and being aftoerwards printed without the name of our author, its being per- 
formed by the servants of Lord Pembroke, Ike the stately march of the 
versification, the whole colour of the composition, its resemblance to sev- 
eral of our most ancient dramas, the dissimilitude of the stile from our au- 
thor's undoubted compositions, and the tradition mentioned.by Ravi nscroft. 
when some of his contemporaries had not been long dead, (for Lowin and 
Taylor, two of hb fellow-comedians, were alive a few years before the 
Bcttoratioa. andsir William D'Avenant, who had himse» written for the 
ttage in 1629, did not die till April 1668 ;) all these circumstances combin- 
0di prove widi irresistible force that the pftiy of Titus Jbuironicus has becn- 
OfODCOBtlj aacribedto^Shakspeare. MAXON£. 

This it one of those plays which I have always thought with tlie better 
jadgea, ought not to be acknowledged in the fist of Shakspr are's genuine 
l^ecea. And, perhaps, I may give a proof to strengthen this opinion, that 
may put the matter out of question. Ben Jonson, in the Introduction to his 
Mar thelemenu-Fair, which made its first appearance in the year 1614, cou- 
ples Jerouymo and Andronicus together in reputation, and speaks of them as 
plays then twenty-five or thirty years standing. Consequently Andronicus 
mnst have been on the stage before Shakspeare left Warwickshire to come 
St. "5*2??. *".f'0"don ; and I never heard it so ranch as intimated, that 
■e had tornedbis genius to stagf -writing before he associated with tJie 
Mbmrs, and became one of their body. However, that he afterwards intro^ 
r"i " ^^7L ** *%* '**8*' ^^'^ '*^ addition of his own masterly touches. 
Is IncontesnUe, and th^nce( 1 presume, grew his title to it. The diction 
w feneial, where he has not taken the pains to raise it, is even beneath that 
«_«»e ™'5* P**"" o' Henry VI. The story we are to suppose merely ficti-* 
ttotts. Andronicus is a sur-name of pure Greek derivation. Tamora is nei-' 
««■ menttonedby Ammianus Marcellinus. nor any body else that I can fini 
Iror had Rouse, in the time of her emperors, any war with the Goths that 
I know of: not till after the translation of the empire, I mean to Byzan- 
tiwn. And yet the scene of our play is laid at Rome, and Satuminos is elec- 
ted CO the empirrat the Capitol. THEOBALD. 

All the editors and critics agree with Mr. Theobald in supposing this 
iwy spurious. I see no reason for difiering from them ; for the colour of 
the stile u whoUy-different fi-om tliat of the other plays, and there is an at- 
tempt at regular versification, and artificial closes, not always inelegant, vet 
seldom pieasing. The barbarity of the spectacles, and the general Ansacre, 

14 yoz.. Yix. 
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wUcfa mrc hrre ciUblitd, em KmwtT W evKCivd MltrAle n> mij wM. 
mee; ret »c itniaU by Janton.ttuil cbcy wcnnotonlrboniebBt inlaRL 
Tka Umkiiicire wrou hdt aan, ibmich 'Hmliiilil dtclara It incnttsHth, 
t Ma lie ram frir bcllerlrf. 

The letiiiDUir, by wUchIt iiocrSwdtoSkikipeiTcIibrBaBKmcqgH 
to the ■ riMBu i n t^imt In BtOuvMaj.a^iinwtnat ihrmCal dlflbivM 
« Bonhst, lionne, Hid MMtmcnn, n whicbltKaadtacanftvaKUih* 
•«K MiTM UpratablT DosthFr rrbltMf ttau tbu or i tbk-faiB. wUcb. 
ndaniaovtlgwhkitaBelHit.iniEhnof Bsirm mUMiUf ( fbr kB 
Iftc myi which w*ra rH Bctcd by ibc fint uUcciDn of ■hakir**'^ Wkb 
gliABlttH la 1«^ (dltieih uHl ifilii njeetfd t>r <^ (:<^t>ail<aim 

A* priiiun, <rtio> i^M dwrc wcrtftt n>(U*tia.Mr*dnrTiinMau,nor 
Mr HKSM •( tliaUtlBE Waraj inttlBiteQCe, coBM anrp it plmsre m* 
Cftobnwd MOM. Mar bid Shiknnn lUir tntc-mc in detcobit Ac InpH- 
fW«> M OMW of Ui bnt or praSt w y n J mui by die orh. 

The chronnlao' of thh flir iIh* nH iHxwe It not to be Ihrnkifmre*!. IT 
It had bain wrioa tiniitj-Sn tan, In it 14, It ailBht hm b«n wrictes 
whei nukipevf ml twnrf-ne jiem ntd. Wtan be Mt Wxrvldibtra 
I tKiw not. bat u the ue of twemj-BiK It wa ndwr rae hoe n <T R>r 
deeritMBiK 

HareaMrDR, wba In the rel|n oTJiBiei It. rtvlMitthl) t^wf, nAnuani 
l( to the itese.Mli m, bi hli pnlha, fl« ■ thewrlciil tnduMn. I iniifaM, 
which In hk time nlthi be DTHfflclem lotborlrr. thn ihli r1*T *» <Mdh 
ed In (Hftrent pana bj Muhnnre. hot writUa br toot ocher poet. 1 ib 
__,_>.. ^ . . « ,.._ JOHNWN. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 

BEFORE this play of TVoilut and Cretndth printed in 1609» 
is a bookseller's preface, shewing that first impression to hate 
been before the play had been acted, and tliat it was publish- 
ed without Shakspeare's knowle<lge, from a copy that had 
:failen into the bookseller's hands. Mr. Dryden thinks this 
one of the first of our author's plays : but, on the contrary, it 
is to be judged, from the fore-mentioned preface, that it was 
one of his last ; and the great number of observations, both 
' moral and politic (with which this piece is crowded more than 
■any otlier of his) seems to confirm my opinion. Pops. 

Shakspeare received the greatest part of his materials for 
the structure of this play from the Troye Boke of Lydgate. Lyd- 
gate was not much more than a translator of Guidoof Cohimp- 
na, who was of Messina in Sicily, and wrote his MUtory of 
Troy in Latin, after Dictys Cretensis, and Dares Phryg^us, in 
1287. On these, as Mr. Warton observes, he engrafted many 
new romantic inventions, which the taste of his ag^ dictated, 
and which tlie connection between Grecian and Gothic fiction 
easily admitted ; at the same time comprehending in his plan 
the Theban and Argonautic stories from Ovid, Statius, and 
Va^Brtut tUieOM. Ua^)]^sr« «Q^h«reb^fl-»aailMMl^lte»ul 
le Feure, at Cologne, into Frenth,iRnm whom C^iortOB render- 
ed it into English in 1471. 

Chaucer had made the loves of Troilus and Cressida famous, 
.which veiy probably might have been Shakspeare's inducement 
to try their fortune on the stage. Stbbvsns. 

The 'froye Boke was somewhat modernized, and reduced 
into regular stanT^as, about the beginning of the last century, 
omder the name of The Life and Death ^ Hector'— ^ho fought a 
Hundred mayne Battaiies in open Field againtt the Oreciant f 
Hvherein there were siain on both tides Fourteeoe Hundred and 
Sixe Thousand, Fourscore and Sixe Men. Farmer. 

This play is more correctly written than moflft of Shakspeare's 
compositions, but it is not one of those in which either the 
extent of his views or elevation of his fancy is fully displayed. 
As tlie story abounded with materials, he has exerted little 
invention ; but he has diversified his characters with j§;reat 
variety, and preserved than with great exactness. His vicious 
characters sometimes disgust, but cannot corrupt, for both 
Cressida and Pandarus are detested and contemned. The 
comic characters seem to have been the favourites of the writ- 
er ; they are of the superficial kind, and exhibit more of man- 
ners than nature ; but they are copiously filled, and powerfully 
impressed. Shakspeare has in his story followed, for the greater 
part, the old book of Caxton, which was then very popular ; but 
the character of Thersites, of which it makes no -mention, is a 
f)r6of that this play was written afler Chapman bad published 
iils version of Homer. ' JosvsoH* 



PllOLOGUE.* 

Xn Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of Greece 

The princes orgulous, > their high blood chaf'd, 

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 

Fraught with the ministers and instnimenis 

Of cruel war : Sixty and nine, that wore 

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia : and their vow is made 

To i*ansack Troy ; within whose strong immures 

The ravished Helen, Menelaus' queen. 

With wanton Paris sleeps ; And that's the quarrel. 

To Tenedos they come ; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardun plains 

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 

Their 6rave pavilions. Priam's six-gated city, 

Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Chetas« Trojan,' 

And Antenorides, with massy staples. 

And corresponsive and fulfilhng bolts, ' 

Sperr^ up the sons of Troy. 

Kow -expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard : — And hither am I come 

A prologue arm'd,' — but not in confidence 

Of author's pen, or actor's voice ; but suited 

In like conditions as our argument, — 

To tell yoQ, fair behcdders, that our play 

Lfcaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils,* 

'Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away 

To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of war. 

CI] I conceive this Prologue to have been written* and the dialQCact ia 
more than one place, interpolated Iff some Kyd or Marlvote of the tine ; 
who may Iteve keen paid for alteriui and anundint one of Sbakspeare's 
plajrt ; a very extraordli»anr instance of our author^ neRlieence, and the 
managers' taste ! RlTSON. 

C9] Orgulous, that is, prood, disdainful. Orrueilltnx, Fr. STEEV. 

CJ] To fulfil, in this place« means to fill tilf there be no room for more. 

SXEEV 

To be "fulfilM with grace and benediction" is still the langnage of our 
lituigf* BitfAGKSTONE. 

[43 To sperre, or spar, from the old Teutonic word speren, signifies to 
shot np. defend by bars, be THEO. 

[5] 1 come here to xpeak the prologue, and come In armoor ; not defying 
the aodleiiee^ in coofidtnoe of eitlier the author's or actor's irfbUltieti but 
merely in a character suited to the subject, in a dress of war, before a war- 
like play. JOHNS. 

C6] The vanguar4> called, in oar author's ti^ie, the vaunt-gau^ 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Priam, king qf Troy. 

Hector, 

Troilus, 

Paris, ^hie «on«. 

Deiphobus, 

Helenus, ^ 

fN^'^KOR. }rrojan commander,. 

Calchas, a Trojan /irie^tt taking part with h 
OreekB. 

Pandarus, uncle to Creeeida. 

MargareloNi a baetardeon qf Priam. 

Agamemnon, the Grecian general : 
Menelaus, hi% brother, 
Achilles, 



AjAX, J 



Ulysses. I ^ ► . 

Nestor T'Grecian commanders. 

DiOMEDES, 

Patroclus, 

Thersites, a deformed and acurrilous Qtecian. 

Alexander, servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilua ; Servant to Paris s Servant 
Diomedes. 



Helen, vfife to Menelaus. 
Andromache, vj{fe to Hector. 
Cassandra, daughter to Priam ; afirofiheiesr. 
Cressida, daughter to Calchas. ** 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants. 
SCEJ^Ef JVoy, and the Grecian Camfi btfore it% 
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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.-*7Vo;r. Before VniAVi*t Palace. Enter Tboilvs 

armedi and Pandarvs. 

Troilue. 

ALL here my rarlet,' Til unarm again : 
' Why should I war without the walls of Troy> 
That fiud such cruel battle here within ? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart. 
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none- 

JPan, Will this gear ne*er be mended ? 

TVo.TheGreeksare strong.andskilfaT to their strength^ 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance ;' 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night. 
And skill-less as unpractisM infancy. 

JPan. W*ell, I have told you enough of this : for my 
part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. He, that 
will have a eake out of the wheat, must tarry the grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

JPan, Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry the boltings 

TVo. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay,the bolting ; but you must tarry the leavening. 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan, Ay, to the leavening : but here's yet in the 
word — hereafter, the kneading, the making of the cake, 
the heating of the ^en, and the baking ; nay, yon 
must stay the cooling too, or you may chance to bura 
your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess ere she be, 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I sit ; 
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts,—^ 
So, traitor !— when she c^mes ! — When is she thence f 

Pan. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever I 
saw her look, or any woman else. _^__ 

ti3 This word anciently •ignified a servant or fbotman to a ktuA^ OK 
wsRior. STfiSV. (a] More weak, or looUiU MAL 



6 Ttt'OlLUS AND CRESBIOA. ACT J, 

Tro, I was aboat to tell thcc,— When my heart* 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain ; 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 
I have (as when the sun doth light a storm,) 
Bury'd this sigh in wrinlLle of a smile : 
But sorrow, that is couch'd in seeming gladness, 
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan, An her hair were not somewhat darker than He- 
len's, (well, go to,) there were no more comparison be- 
tween the women,-— But, lor my part, she is my kinswo- 
man ; I would not, as they term it, praise her,— But I 
would somebody had heard her talk yesterday, as I did. 
I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's wit ; but— ^ 

7Vo. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandams,— 
When I do tell thee. There my hopes lie drown'd. 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid's love : Thou answer^st. She is fair ; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 
In whose comparison all whites are ink. 
Writing their own reproach ; To whose soft selsare 
J The cygnet's down it harsh, and spirit of sense 

Hard as the palm of ploughman 'S This thou tell'&t m«, 
As true thou tell'st me, when I say— I love her ; 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm. 
Thou lay'st in everv ^ash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than troth. 

7Vo. Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as she 
is : if she be fair, 'tis the better for her ; an she be noti 
she has the mends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pandarus ! How now, Pandams } 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel ; ill-tboaght 
on of her, and ill-thought on of you : gone between and 
between, but small thanks for roy labour. 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with me^ 

Pan, Because she is kin to me, therefore, she's not 
so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, she would 

[3] In compmriion with Cretalda*i hmA» ligrt ht, fSm nlrU of Mmc, the 
ntmost degree, the most exqaiiite power of MUibiUtv. mwA ImUn • M» 
haud* since the aenie of touching* as Scaliger taji la hit Actrv/liltaa CC- 
•idet chiefly in the finflwra, is hard as the caUoot and iusoattk pain of tae 
ptongni&aD. STEbt • 

G^SIie«^7«midherMiiiplesiMih]rChea8iift«iiccflf MtaiSiks. |M. 



be at fiUr on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what 
care I ? I care not, an she were a black-a-moor ; tia all 
one to me. 

Tro. Say I, she is not fair } 

Pan, I do not care whether you do or no. She's a 
fool to stay behind her father ; let her to the Greeks ; 
and so 1*11 tell her the next time I see her : For mj 
part, ril meddle nor make no more in the matter. 

Tro. Pandarus,— 

Pan. Not L 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus,— 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me ; I will leave all 
as I found it, and there an end. [Exit Pandarus. 

[An alarum, 

Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude 
sounds ! 
Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs be fair. 
When with yonr blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this areument ; 
It is too starv'd a subject tor my sword. 
But Pandarus — O gods, how do you plag^ me ! 
I cannot come to Cressid, but by Pandar ; 
And he*s as tetchy to be woo'd to woo. 
As she is stubborn-chaste against aU suit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love. 
What Cressid'is, what Paodar, and what we ? 
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium, and where she resides. 
Let is be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself, the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Marum. Enter i£KEAS. 

Mne. How now, prince Troilus ? wherefore not afield ? 

TVo. Because not there ; This woman's answer sorts, ^ 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 
What news, iBneas, from the field to-day i 

JEne, That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

TVo. By whom, ^neas f 

JEne. Troilus, by Menelaus. 

TVo. Let Paris bleed : *tis but a scar to scorn ;• 
Poriaisi^d with Menelaus' horn. [Jllarum. 

Mn^. Ifark ! what good sport is out of town to-day ! 

TVfc Better at home, if wouid I mighty were may.^-^ 

EjO 'Hut U, fici« mto. Is cosgnwnt. STEEV. 



AWD cmmMiM. Adti, 

Bot« to the sp on abroad ;— Are you bound thither } 
Mne. Id all swift haste. 
TVo. Come, go we then together. \Exeunt 

SCENE II. 
'The iome. J Street. EtOer Crbsszda and Alxzanbbe. 

Cre9. Who were those went by i 

Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Crea. And whither go they i 

Mex. Up to the eastern tower» 
IVhose height commands as subject all the vale^ 
To see the oattle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd,< to-day was mov'd : 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer ; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war,'^ 
Before the sun rose, he was hamess'd lij;ht,* 
And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Cree. What was his cause of anger f 

Alex. The noise goes, this: There is among the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ; 
They call him, Ajaic. 

Crea, Good ; and what of him f 

Alex, They say he is a very man per ae^ 
And stands alone. 

Crea. So do all men ; unless they are drunk, sick, or 
have no le^ 

Alex.Xhi^ man,lady, hath robbed many beasts of their 
particular additions ; he is as valiant as the licm, chuHidi 
as the bear, slow as the elephant ; a man into whom na- 
ture hath^ociwdedhomours^tha^ 

[61 Hector't pttienoe was, an a virtue* not variable and aceidentat btt 
fixed 4nd conetanc JOHNS. 

Crl Hutktndrp means economical prodence. Troilns aUndet to Aeelar^ 
early rising. MAL. 

[Q (c is so be -remembered, that the ancient heroes never fbiight<on horse- 
back ; nor does tli^ muiner of fighting in chariots seem to reiaire less ac- 
tivitv than on foot. JOHNS.— -It is tme* that the heroes of Homer never 
fbognt on l&orseb^ck ; yet snch of dirm as make a second aapearanco la the 
^neid- appear to have had cavalry among them» as well as their antngoiUstt 
the Rutuiiant. 1.ittle can be inferred from the manner in which AscmiIw 
and the yowig nobUicy of Troy are introdnoedattheconelosion of the fane- 
real garnet, as Virii^il-very probably at the expenoe of an anachronism, meant 
to pity a compllnwnt to toe military exercises instltnted by Jolins Gatar, 
and improved by Aogostos. It appears from several passages In this plav, 
that Hector iKnts on horseback ; and it siionld br remembered, tlmr ShaiB- 
speare was inaebted for many of his materials to a book which prooonnces 
bo^ the prophet Esdras and Pythagoras M luive been baitard childrcs of 
king Priuus. STEKV. 
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into folly, 9 his folly sauced with discretion : there is ho 
man hath a virtue, that he hath not a glimpse of ; nor 
any nan an attaint, but he carries some stain of it : he is 
melancholy without cause, and merry against the hair : 
He hath the joints of every thing ; but every thing so 
out of joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands 
and no use ; or purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

Crea. But how should this man, that makes me 
smile, make Hector angry ? 

Mex, They say, he yesterday coped Hector in the bat- 
tle, and struck him down ; the disdain and shame where- 
to hath erer unce kept Hector fasting and waking. 

Cre9, Who comes here ? 

Alex, Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Crea. Hector's a gallant man. 

Mex, Aa may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What's that ? what's that ? 

Crea, Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan, Good morrow, counn Cressid : What do you 
talk of .'— >Good morrow, Alexander.— How do you, cou- 
sin ? When were you at Ilium ? ^ 
' Crea, This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came i 
Was Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to lliam ? 
Helen was not up, was she i 

Crea. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E'en so ; Hector was stirring early. 

Crea. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan, Was he angry f 

Crea, So he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too ; hell 
lay about him to-day, I can tell them that : and there is 
Troilus will not come far behind him ; let them take 
heed of Tn^ilus ; I can tell them that toa 

Crea. What^ is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who,T roil us^ Troilus is the better man o'the two. 

Crea, 0« Jupiter ! there^s no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector ? Do 
y ou know a man if you see htm ? 

[93 To be crashed into folly, is to be confused and mingled with folly* V> 
M tn«t they make one man together. J OHNS. 

[13 Uium,oT Ilim. (for it is spelt both wars.) was, according to Lydgate* 
the name of Priam's palace* wntch is said by these writers to haveheen 
\ni\t upon a high rock. See a note in Act IV* IC v. on the words—" Yon 
towers." fcc MAL. 

16 VOL, VII. 
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10 TmoiLtrs AN^ <;r£S8iii4. act i, 

Crea. Ay ; if ever I saw him before, and knew l|iiB« 

Pan, Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cre9, Then you say as I say ; for, 1 am sure, be is 
i\ot Hector. 

Fan, No, nor Hector is not Troilus^ in some degrees. 

Crea. 'Tis just to each of them ; he is himsell 

Pan, Himself P Alas, poor Troilus! I would, be wer€r-r 

Crea. So he is. 

Pan, — 'Condition, I had gone bare-foot to India. 

-Crea, He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself f no, he*s not himself.— 'Would *a were 
himself ! Well, the gods are above ; Time must friend, 
or end: Wen,Troilus,well, — I would, my heart were In 
her body ! — No,Hector is Aot a better man 4haB Troilus. 

Crea. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Crea. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other's not come to*t ; you ^all tell me 
another tale, when the other's come to't. Hector shall 
not have his wit this year. 

Crea, He shall not need it, if he have hi« own. 

Pan, Nor his qualities ;— -— 

Crea. No matter. 

Pan. Nor liis beauty. 

Crea, 'T would not become him ; hk own^s better. 

Pan, You have no judgment, niece : Helen herself 
swore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown favottr» 
(for so 'tis, 1 must confess,) — ^I^ot brown neither. 

Crea. No, but brown. 

Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not browa, 

Crea. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd liis complexion above Parts. 

Crea. Wiiy, Paris hath colour enougii. 

Pan, So he has. 

Crea, Then, Troilus should have too much : if she 
praised him above, his complexion is higher than his ; he 
iiaving colour enough,and the other higher, is too flaming 
a praise for a gopd complexion. I had as lief, Helen's 
golden tongue had commended Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan, I swear to you, I think, Helen loves him better 
<than Paris. ^ 

Crea. Then she's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him the 
other day into a compassed window,^ — and, you know* 
■ he h^s not past three or four hairs on his chin. 

,Ji 1 A compared window U a ctraaar hom window. STfiEV* 
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CrcB^ Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon bring, 
his particulars therein to a total. 

Fan. Why, he is very young : and yet will he« with- 
in.three pound, lift as much as h^s brother Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter i*' 

Pqn, But, to prove to you that Helen loves him ;— she 
came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin,—' 

Crea, Juno have mercy ! — How came it cloven ? 

Pan, Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think, his 
smiling becomes him better than any man in all Phrygla. 

CrcB, O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Crea. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then :— — But to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus,— 

Cr^ «.Troilus will stand to the proof,if you*ll prove it so. 

Pan. Troilus ^ why, he esteems her no more than I 
esteem an addle egg. ^ 

Crea. If you love an addle egg as well as you love an 
idle head, you would eat chickens i*the shell. 

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how she 
tickled his chin ; — Indeed, she has a marvellous white 
hand, I must needs confess. 

Crea. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair on 
his chin. 

Crea. Alas, poor chin ! many a warb is richer. 

Pan. But, there was such laughing ;— Queen Hecuba 
laughed, that her eyes ran o'er. 

Crea. With mill- stones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Crea. But there was a more temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes ;-— Did her eyes run o'er too ? 
• Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Crea, At what was all this laughing f 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied on 
Troilus' chin. 

Crea. An't had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as at 
his pretty answer. 

Crea. What was his answer i 

, [9] The word lifter is used for a thitf, by Greene in his Art of Coneyemtck' 
iiir* I Ml : on this the homoar of the passage maj be suMoacd to tmnu We> 
nU call a penoa who plooders shop , a ihop-liftir. SfSEV. 
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i2 TROILUS AND CR£S8IDA. ACt i. 

Pan, Quoth she, Here* a but one and fifty haira on 
your chin, and one of them is white. 

Crea, This is her question. 

Fan. That's true ; make no question of that. One 
and fifty haira^ quoth he, and one white : That white 
hair is my father, and alt the reat are hia aona, Jufii- 
ter I quoth she, which of theae haira ia Paria my hus- 
band 7 The forked one^ quoth he ; filuck it out, and 
^ve it him, But» there was such laughing ! and Helen 
so blushed, and Paris so chafed, and all the rest so 
laughed, that it passed. 

Crea. So let it now ; for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; 
think on't. 

Crea. So I do. 

Pan. I'll be sworn, *tis true ; he will weep you» an 
'twere a man born in April. 

Crea. And I'll spring up in his tears, an twere a net- 
tle against May. [./f Retreat aounded. 

Pan, Hark, they are coming from the field : shall we 
stand up here, and see them, as they pass toward Ili- 
um ? good niece, do ; sweet niece Cressida. 

Crea, At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place ; here we 
may see most bravely : I'll tell you them all by their 
names, as they pass by; but mark Troilus above the rest. 

^}iV.Ksfiaaa€a over the atage, 

Crea, Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That's ii^.neas ; Is not that a brave man } he's 
one of the flowers of Troy, I can t^ll yoa ; But mark 
rroilus ; you shall see anon. 

Crea. Who's that ? 

Antenor fiaaaea over. 

Pan. That's Antenor ; he has a shrewd wit, I can tell 
you ; and he's a man good enough : he's one o' the 
soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, and a proper 
man of person :-^When comes Troilus ? — I'll show you 
Troilus anon ; if he see me, you shall see him nod at me. 

Crea, Will he give you the nod ? 

Pan. You shall see. 

Crea. If he do, the rich shall have more.s 

[3] The allasion is to the word noddy, which, as now, did, in oar author's 
time and long befbre^ signify a silly fellow, and mav, by its erymology, sig- 
nify— fidl of Qods. Cressid neans^ that a noddy shall have more nods. JOtli 
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Hkct ofi fiaaaea over. 

Pan. Tbat*s Hector, that, that, look you, that; 
There^s a fellow ! — Go thy way. Hector ; — There's a 
brave man, niece. — O brave Hector ! Look,how he looks ! 
there's a countenance : Is*t not a brave man i 

Cres. Of a brave roan ! 

Pan. Is 'a not ? It does a man's heart good — Look> 
you what hacks are on his helmet ^ look you yonder, do 
^ouseeMook you there ! There's no jesting: there's Uy- 
log on ; take't off who will, as the/ say : there be hacks ! 

Cres. Be those with swords ^ 

Pa^is fiasaes over. 

Pan. Swords ? any thing, he cares not.: an the devil > 
come to him, it's all one : By god's lid, it does one's 
heart good : — Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris : 
look ye yonder, niece ; Is't not a gallant man too, is't 
not .^— Why, this is brave now^ — Who said, he came 
liurt home to-day f he's not hurt : why, this will do 
Helen's heart good now. Ha ! 'would 1 could see 
Troilus now ! — you shall see Troilus anon. 

Cres, Who's that ? 

Helevv s fiaaaea over. 

Pan. That's Helenus,— I marvel, where Troilus is :— 
That's Helehus ; — I think he went not forth to-day :— 
That's Helenus. 

Crea. Can Helenus fight, uncle ^ 

Pan. Helenus ? no ; — yes, he'll fight indifferent well ; 
—I marvel, where Troilus is ! — Hark ; do you not hear 
the people cry, Troilus ? — Helenus is a priest. 

Crea. What sneaking fellow comes yonder i 

Troilus fiaaaea over. 

Pan, Where i yonder ? that's Deiphobus : »Tis Troi- 
lus ! there's a man, niece ! — Hem ! — Brave Troilus ! the - 
prince of chivalry ! 

Crea. Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Pan, Mark him ; note him ; — ^^O brave Troilus !— - 
look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his sword is 
bloodied, and his helm more hack'd than Hector's ; And 
how he looks, and how he goes ! — O admirable youth ! 
he ne'er saw three and twenty. Go thy way Troilus, 
go thy way ; had la sister were a grace, or a daughter 
a goddess, he should take his choice. O admirable man ! 
Paris ? — Paris is dirt to him ; and, I warrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot. 
16* vwL, vn. 
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Forces pass over the siftge, 

Cres, Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran ! porridge after meat ! I could live and die i'the 
eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; the eagles are 
gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws ! I had rather be 
such a man as Troilus, than Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cres. There is among the Greeks, Achilles ; a better 
man than Troilus. 

Pan, Achilles ^ a drayman, a porter, a very camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan, Well, well ? — Why, have you any discretion ? 
have you any eyes f Do you know what a man is f Is not 
birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, learning, 
gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and such like, the 
spice and salt that season a man f 

Cres, Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked with 
no date in the pye, — for then the man's date is out. 

Pan. You are such a woman ! one knows not at what 
ward you lie.* 

Cres, Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon my 
wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to defend 
mine honesty ; my mask, to defend my beauty ; and 
you, to defend all these : and at all these waitls I lie, 
at a thousand watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. 

Cres, Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and that's one of 
the chiefest of them too : if 1 cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the 
blow ; unless it swell past biding, and then it is past 
watching. 

Pan, You are such another ! 

Enter Troilus' Boy, 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 

Pan, Where ? 

Boy, At your own house ; there he unarms^him. 

Pan, Good boy, tell him I come : [Exit J?oy.]— I 
doubt, he be hurt.— Fare ye well, good niece. 

Cres, Adieu, uncle. 

Pan, ril be with you, niece, by and by. ' 

Cres, To bring, uncle. 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token — you are a bawd. [-£:r.PAN. 
—Words, voWs, griefs, tears» and love's full sacrifice, 
He offers in another's enterprize : 

l4] A qKC»|»Itor from the an of At?ctv«, ST tEV. 
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Bat more in Troilus thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Pandar^s praise may be ; 
Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 
Things won are done, joy's souHies in the doing : 
That she' belovM knows nought, that knows not this,— 
Men prize the thing ungain*d more than it is : 
That she was never yet, that ever knew 
Love g^ot so sweet, as when desire did sue : 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach,-— 
Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech : 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear,* 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. lExit* 

SCENE III. 

Thf Grecian Camp. Before Agamemnon'^ tent. Trumpeti. Enter 
Agamemnoh, Nestor, Ulysses, MBNELAvs,a)7(/ ofA<r<. 

Agam, Princes, 
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks i 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below. 
Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear*d ; 
As knots, by the confltix of meeting sap. 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come short of our suppose so far, 
That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand ; 
Sith every action that hath gone before. 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim. 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave't surmised shape. Why then, you princes. 
Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works ; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought eljie 
But the proiractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistive constancy in men i 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward. 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 
The hard and soft, seem all affin'd^ and kin : 
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 

f S] That she— meaos that woman. JOHNS. > 

[,03 The va^iwcencc of my heart STb. £7] Joined by affinity. STEEV 
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Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan» 
Faffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

J^e9t, With due observance of thy godlike seat,* 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words.* In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : The sea being smooth. 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk i 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anoK, behold 
The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, ' 
Bounding between the two moist elements. 
Like Perseus' horse : Where's then the saucy boat. 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatness ? either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show, and valour's worth, divide. 
In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness. 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize,' 
Than by the tiger : but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 
And;fliesfled under shade,Why,then,the thing of courage, 
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize. 
And with an accent turn'd in self-same key. 
Returns to chiding fortune.* 

Ulyaa, Agamemnon,— 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which,— most mighty for thy place and sway,— 

[To Agamemnon. 
And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out life,— > 

[To Nestor. 
I give to both your speeches,— which were such, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again, 
As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver. 
Should with a bond of air (strong as the axletree 

[8 ] The throne in which thou sicteat^ " like a descended god" MAL. 
Tal NMfior afMei the words to anotber instance. JOHNS. 
f /J The krixen the fad or horse-By. STEEV. 
[2] It h said of the tixer.that la ^tonM^oAhliJl ^iiidi be rages and roars 
mott&FUfoap HANMEIU 



JrS^i. T&OILUB AMD CR£SS1DA. ^T 

On which heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienc'd tongue, ^ — yet let it please both,— 
Thoa great,— and wise,->to hear Ulysses speak. 

jlgam. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be't of less 
expect* 
That matter needless, of importless burden, 
Divide thy lips ; than we are confident. 
When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws, 
We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyaa. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down. 
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master^ 
But for these instances. 
The specialty of rule hath been neglected :^ 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Holl#ir upon this plain, so many lioUow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive. 
To whom the foragers shall all repair, 
W*hat honey is expected ?• Degree being vizarded, 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this center,''^ 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 
Office, and custom, in all line of order : 
And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol,. 
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered 
Amidst the other ; whose roed'einable eve 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil. 
And posts, like the commandment of a king; 
Sans check, to good and bad : But, when the planetSy 

In evil mixture, to disorder wander, ^ 

— > — ■ I II * I I I 

[3] Ulysses beeins his oration wuh praising those who had tpokea before 
him* and marks the char<tcteriscic excellencies of their differfnt etoqaence,— 
strength, and sweetness, which he expresses b}^ the diflferenff metals oo whkh 
he recommeuds them to be ei^graven for the instruction of posteritjs The ' 
speech of Agamemnon is snch that it ought to be engraven in b)ras8> and die 
nU>let held up by him on the one side* and Greece on the other, to riiowthe 
union of their opinion. And Nestor ought to be exhibited in silver* uniting, 
all his au^ence in one mind by his sott and gentle elocution. Brass is the 
common emblem of strength, and silver of gentleness. We call a soft voice 
a iilver voice* and a persuasive tongue a ulver tongue.— I once read for hand, 
the band of Greece, but I think the text right.— To hatch is a term of att for 
a particular method of engravine. Hacker, to cut, Fr. JOHNS. 

£43 Expect for expectation. Thus we have suspect for smpicion,&c ST£. 

rO The particular rights of supreme authority. JOHNS. 

[01 The meaning is. When the general is not to the army like the hive t^ 
the bees* the repository of the stock of every individual, that to which each 
particular resorts with whatever he has collected for the good of the whole* 
what honey is expected ? wh-it hope of advantage ? The sense is dear* the 
escpression is confused. JOHNS. 

[7] i. e. The center of the earth ; which* according to the Ptolemaic sys« 
tern then in vogue, is the center of the solar system. WARB. 

[83 The apparent irregular motions of the planets were supposed to portend 
ibme disaKcrs to mankind ; indeed the planets themselves were not thought 
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What plagues, and what portents t what nuttny ^ 

What raging of the sea f shaking of earth f 

Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrors. 

Divert and crack, rend- and deracinate* 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixure ? O, when degree is shak'd, 

Which is the ladder of all high designs. 

The enterprize is sick ! ' How could communities, 

Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities,* 

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores. 

The primof^nitive and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentic place ^ 

Take but degree away, untune that string. 

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing ineel#^ 

In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 

Should lift their bosoms higher than the shorcBy 

And make a sop of all this solid |;lobe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his father dead : 

Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong, 

(Between whose endless jar justice resides,^ 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 

Then every thing includes itself in power. 

Power into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So douoly seconded with will and power. 

Must make perforce an universal prey. 

And, last, eat op himself. Great AgamemnoD, 

This chaos, when degree is suffocate, 

Follows the choking. 

And this oeglection of degree it is. 

That by a pace goes backward, ^ with a purpose 

It hath to climb.^' The general's disdain'd 

By him one step below ; he, by the next ; 

That next, by him beneath : so every step, 

Exampled by the first pace that is sick 

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 

^ ■ II —i^— fc— — ^— .^ .. ■ III ■ 1 1 111 

formerly to be confined in any fixed orbits of tbeir own«bat to winder about 
ad libitnm, as the etymology of their names denonttrates. ANONYMOUS. 

C9] i* e. force np by the roots. STE£ V. 

CO Perhaps we thonld read,— then enterprise is sick 1 JOHNS. 

[8] Corporations, companies* confraternities. JOHNS. 

C3 ] That goes backward step by step. JOHNS. 

Ul V^ ith a design in each man to aggrandise hiiiitcir# by tHrttlM Ml isK* 
medim soperioiv |QHNS» 



Of pale and bloodless emulation :< 
And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot. 
Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length* 
Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

J/eat, Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd 
The fever where(^ all our power is sick. 

Agam, The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
W)»t is the remedy i 

Ulysa, The gpreat Achilles,— whofn opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear full of his airy fame. 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : With him, Patrocl(i», 
Upon a lazy b^d the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests ; 
And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 
He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless deputation he puts on ;« 
And, like a strutting player,— whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
*Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scafFoldage,— 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er- wrested seeming? 
He acts thy greatness in : and wl^n he speaks, 
'Tis like a chime a n>ending ; with terms unsquar'd,* 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff. 
The large Achilles, on his press'd bed lolling. 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — Excellent ! — *tia Agamemnon juat,"^ , 

M>vffilay me JVeator ; — henu andatrike thy beard, 
Aa he^ being *dreat to aome oration. 
That's done ; as near as the -extremest ends 
Of parallels ;* as like as Vulcan and his wife : 
Yet good Achilles still cries. Excellent J 
^ 7Vg JSTeator rights JVow/ilay him mg, Patroclut^ 

[5] An emolatton notingoroot and active* bat malignant and slaggish. 

lOHNS. 

[6] Topless— is that which has nothing topping or overtopping it ; an* 
pmne* sovereign. JOHNS. 

Cr] Wrested heroncl the truth ; over^arged. MAL.— — A nurrjf was 
an instrument for tuning a harp» by drawing up the strings. ST£EV. 

fSl He who has been in the tower of a church while the chimes were re- 
pturingf will never wish ^k second time to be present at so dlssonintly noisy 
an operation.^— Ufufuar'd* unadapted to their sul^ect. as stones are nnfitted 
to the parpoaes of architecture, while they are yet nnsquar'd. ST£EV. 

r9] The iiarallels to which the allusion seems to be made* are tha p«ral* 
leii on a augfc At Ulteas east to west. JOHKS. 
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jtrming to ananver in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 

Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough, and spit, 

And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the rivet : — and at this sport. 

Sir Valour dies ; cries, O .''^enough, Patroclua ;— 

Or give me ribs of steel ! I shall sfilit all 

In fileasure of my s/ileen. And in this fashion^ 

AH our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact,' 

Achievements, plots, orders* preventions. 

Excitements to the field, or speech for truce. 

Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

^est. And in the imitation ot these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-will'd ; and bears his head 
In such a rein,^ in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war, 
Bold as an oracle : and sets Thersites 
A slave, whose gall coins slanders Kke a mint, ^^ 

o match us in comparisons with dirt ; 
To weaken and discredit our exposure. 
How rank soever rounded in with danger.^ 

Ulyss. They tax our policy, and call itcowardice ; 
Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
Rut that of hand : the still and mental parts,^. 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike. 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by Tneasore 
Of their observant toil, the enemies* weighty- 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 
They call this — bed-work, mappery, closet- war : 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall. 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poize. 
They place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

J^est, Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse 
Makes many Thetis'sons. [Trumfiet sounds. 

[13 All our god rrace exact, means our excellence irrepreheiuible- JOH. 
[2 J Holds op his h^ad at haoghtUy. We sciU say of a girl, ake bridles. 

... o ■ JOHNS. 

. m As Fast as a mint coins timey\ MAL. 
14) A rank weed is aliigh weed. JOHNS. 
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Aga. What trampet ? look, Menelaos. 

Enter ^veas. 

Men. From Troy. 

jiga. What would you *fore our tent ^ 

JSn^. Is this 
Great AcamemnoD*^ tent, I pray ? 

Aga. Even this* 

Mne. May one* that is a herald* and a prince, 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Aga. With surety stronger than Achilles' arm* 
Tore all the Greeklsh heads, which with one vdce 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

^ne. Fair leave, and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most Imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Aga* How ? 

Mnt. Ay ; I ask, that I might waken reverence. 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus : 
Which is that ^od in officd; guiding men f 
Which Is the high and mighty Agamemnon f 

Aga. This Trcjan scorns us ; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonioua courtiers. 

JEne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd. 
As bending angels ; that's their fame in peace : 
But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls. 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and, Jove's accord, 
Nothingso full ofheart. But peace, ^neas. 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips ! 
The worthmess of praise distains his worth. 
If that the prais'd himself bring the praise forth : 
But what the repining enemy commends. 
That breath nme follows ; that praise, sole pur^ 
transcends. 

Aga. ^r, you of Troy, call you yourself iEneas } 

JEne. Av, Greek, that is my name. 

^a. What's your afiair, I pray you ^ 

Mde, Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

.^a.He hears nought privately, that comes from Trojs. 

j£ne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him : 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; 
To set his sense on the attentive bent. 
And then to speak. 

(5] feriwpc tbe aatlwr wrote« — — 'Atoldes' arm. JOHNS. 
17 VOL. VII. 
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Aga, Speak frankljr ms tbe wind ; 
It is not Agamemnon** sleeping hour : 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awakCt 
He tells thee so himself. 

Mne, Trumpet, blow loud, 
.6end thy brass voice through all these la«y teats ^— 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know. 
What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud. 

We have, ^reat Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hector, (Priam is his father,) 
Wno in this dull and long-^contimied trace 
f« rusty grown ; he bade me take a trttmpet. 
And to this purpose 9peak. Kings, priaoea, lords ! 
If there be one, among the fair*st m Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 
That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril i; 
That knows his valour^ and knows not his fear ; 
That loves his mistress more that in confessioBi 

iWith truant vows to her own lips he loves,} * 
Lnd dare avow her beant^ nd her worth, 
* In other arms than her8,-^u him this chskUenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his beat to do it. 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, traer. 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come. Hector shall booour him i 
If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires. 
The Grecian dames are sun-burn'd, and not worth 
The splinter of a laskce'J Even so much. 

Ago. This shall be told our lovers, lord iSneas ; 
If none of them have soul in such a kind. 
We left them all at home : But we are soldiers ; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant proTe, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be. 
That one meets Hector ; if none else, I aita'he. 

JVeat. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire suck'd : 4ie is old now ; 
8utf;, if there be not In our Grecian host 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire. 
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niiM the bwgaaire of romance, ffnrh i rhiU wti. w oald fcsttcr iwre 
Padmerin or Aniadis» than Htetor ar AiiiiBkt. snEV. 
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To answer for his lone* Tell him ftrom met— > 
I'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver» 
And hi mj vantbra€e)> put this withered brawn ; 
Andt meeting him, will tell him. That my lady 
Was fairer than his graadame, and as chaste 
As may be io the world ; liis youth in flood, 
I'll prove this trath with my three drops of bkod. 

JEne, Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 

UlyBS. Amen. 

Jig<u Fur lord i£neas, let me touch your hand ; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent : 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go. 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt, all but Ulysses and Nkstok. 

Uly99, Nestor, 

JSTeat, What says Ulysses } 

Uly98, I have a young conception in my brain, 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape.^ 

J^est. What is't ? 

Ulyss. This 'tis : 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropped. 
Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil»3 
To overbulk us ail. 

J^e8t. Well, and how ? 

Uly83. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends^ 
However it is spread in general name. 
Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

JVest, The purpose is perspicuous even as substance. 
Whose grossness little characters sum up : ^ 
And, in the publication, make no strain,' 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 
'Tis dry enough,— will with great speed of judgment, 

rn yamtkract-~SM armour for the arm, avantbras. POPE, 
raj Be you to my present purpose what time is in respect of all other 
scnemes* vis* » ripener and Imnger of them to mataritr. ST££V. 

f33 Alluding to a plantation called a nursery. JOHNS. 
4J That i8> the purpose is as plain as body or substance ; and though I 
have collected this purpose from many minute particulars, as a gross body is 
made up of small iiweosible parts, yet the result is as elear and certain as a 
body thus made up is palpaUe and visible. WARE. 

C5J Nestor goes on to say, make no difficulty, no doabt« whea this duel 
comes «> be proclaimed, bat that Achilles, dull as he is, will discover the 
drift <rf it. THKOB. 
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Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyas. And wake him to the answer, think yon ^ 

JSTeat. Yes, 
It is most meet ; Whom may vou else oppose, 
. That can from Hector bring tliose honours off. 
If not Achilles i Though 't be a sportful combat, 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
With their fin'st palate : And trust to me, Ulysses, ^ 
Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild action : for the success. 
Although particular, shall give a scantling^ 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 
And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes, ^ there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is supposed. 
He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice : 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls. 
Makes merit her election ; and doth boil. 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man distiird 
Out of our virtues ; Who miscarrying, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part> 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 
Which entertained, limbs are his instruments. 
In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Uiysa, Give pardon to my speech ;— 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares. 
And think, perchance, they'll sell ; if not, 
The lustre of the better shall exceed. 
By showing the worse first. Do not consent, 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 
For botlf our honour and our shame, in this. 
Are dogg'd with two strange followers. 

JVf«/. I see them not with my old eyes ; what are they ? 

Ulyaa. What glory our Achilles shares from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 
But he already is too insolent ; 
And we were better parch in Africk sun, 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes , 

[61 ScanUing-^ measure, proportion. Tbe carpenter cats his wood to a 
certain scantlins. JOHNS. 
[7] Small pouts c oB ffMid with the voIdbbo. JOHK8.' 



Should he 'seape Hector fair : If he were foil'd, 

Why, then we did our main opinion crush 

In taitui of dor beat man. No, make a lottery ; 

A»dr by device, let blockish Ajax draw 

The sort ta fight With Hector :^ Among ourselves, 

Give him allowance for the better man, 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall 

His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 

We'll dress him up in voices : If he fail. 

Yet go we tinder our opinion still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss. 

Our prefect's life this shape of sense assumes,— 

Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes. 

JVeat. Ulysses, 
Now I begin to relislv thy advice ; ^*^^ 

And I will give a t|iste of it forthwith '*^'*^ 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 
Two curs shall tame each other ; Pride alone 
Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone.* [Exe. 



ACT II. 

SCENE l,^A7Uither Part of th Grecian Camp, JEnter Ajax 

and THER9ITZS. 

J(jaX. Th ER SITES,— ■ 

Ther. Agamemnon — how if he had biles ^ full, all 
Over, generally ? 

-<//ax. Thersitcs, 

Ther, And those biles did run ?— -Say so, — did not 
the ^neral run then ? were not that a botchy core ? 

i^ax. Dog,— 

Ther, Then would come some matter from him ; I see 
none now. 

.^iax. Thou bitch-Wolf^ son> canst thou not hear K 
Fe'A then. {Strikes him. 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, i thou mon- 
grel beef-witted lord ! * 

C8l The joff — i. e. the lot. STEEV. 

C9i f «rrtf— an old English word signifying to provolce or urge on. POPE, 

H2 Alluding perhaps to the plague sent by. Apollo on the Grecian army. 

.. JOHNS. 

12] He calls Ajax meugrel on account of bis father's being a Grecian and 
his mother a Trajan. MAL. 

17* VOL, Vil. 
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Ajax, Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, < speak : I 
will beat tUee into handsomeness. 

Ther, I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness : 
but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an oration, than 
thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canst strike, 
canst thou ? a red murrain o* thy jade's tricks ! 

Aiax, Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 

Iher, Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou strikest 
me thus } 

^'ox. The proclamation,-— 

Ther, Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

^*ax. Do not, porcupine, do riot ; my fingers itch. 

Ther, I would, thou didst itch from head to foot, and 
I had the scratching of thee ; I would make thee the 
loathsomest scab in Greece. When thou art forth in 
the incursions, thou strikest as slow as another. 

Ajax, 1 say, the proclamation,—— 

2 her. Thou grumbiest and railest every hour on 
Achilles ; and thou art as full of envy at his greatness, 
as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that thoa 
karkest at him. 

Ajiax, Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther, Thou shouldest strike him. 

^'ox. Cobloaf !^ 

Ther, He would pun thee into shivers with his fist,' 
as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Jjax, You whoreson cur ! \Beating him. 

Ther. Do, da 

JHax, Thou stool for a witch !^ 

Ther, Ay, do, do ; thou sodden-witted lord ! thou hast 
no more brain than 1 have in mine elbows ; an assinego 
may tutor thee :7 Thou scurvy valiant ass ? Thou art 
here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art bought and 
sold among those of any wit, like a Barbarian slave. If 
thou use to beat tne,* I will begin at thy heel, and tell 
what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou ! 

Ajax, You dog ! 

f3] Vnsalieilcvnxk means imr witboot lalt. malignity witliout %»it ^OH. 

[4] A cruatTt uneveo* gibbous loaf> is in some counties called by this 
name. STEEV.— «" A cobloaf/' says Minshiea, «< is a banne." MAL. 

C33 Am is in the midland counties the vulgar and colloquial ivord for 
pmmd, JOHNS. 

^3 In oneway oT trying a 'Oiitch, they used to place her on a chair or stooh 
wuh her lq|B tied acroes, that all th« weif|;fat or her body might rest opoa 
tier seat ; vnA by that means* after some time, the circulation of the blood 
wodd ht amch st9pped> and her sitting would be as painful as the wooden 
liorse. Oft£Y« t?! An«i{fM«j^isM heass. RITSON. 

{8} If Itencmtfame tobeat nej or mvkc practice of beating me. StXEV. 
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TherJ You scarvf lord ! 

^(uc. Yott car \ [Beating Mm. 

Ther, Mars hisideot ! do, mdeoets ; do, camel ; do,do. 

^nr^r Achilles and Patkoclus. 

JckiL WhiTt bow now, Ajax f Wherefore do yoa thusf 
^»How now, Tbersites i what's the matter, man^ 

Ther, You see him there, do you i 

Ac/UL Ay ; what's the matter i 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

AchU. So I do ; What's the matter f 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why I do sa 
• Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : for, who* 
soever vou take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil, I know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Aiax. Therefore I beat thee. 

iiher. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters ! 
his evasions have ears thus long. I have bobbed his 
brain, more than he has beat my bones : I will buy nine 

S arrows for a penny, and his fiia mater is not worth 
e ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles, 
Ajax,-— who wears his wit in his belly, and his guts in 
his head,-»ril tell you what I say of him. 

Achil. What ? 

Ther. 1 say, this Ajax— 

Achil, Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax offers to strike him, Achilles interjiosi^. 

Ther. Has not so much wit^— — 

Achil. Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Achil, Peace, fool ! 

Ther, J would have peace and quietness, but the fool 
wilt not : he there ; that he ; look you there. 

Ajax, O thou damned cur ! I shall 

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool's f 

Ther, No, I warrant you ; for a fooKs will shame it. 

Patr. Good words, Thersites. 

AchiL What's the quarrel ^ 

Ajax. 1 bade the vile owl, go learn me the tenour of 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I serve thee not. 

Ajjax, Well, go to, go to. 

Ther.' \ serve here voluntary. 



M rmuu^in kwm cmutts*. iurn* ii. 



Achil. Your last service was* sofleraoee* 'twts tot 
v^uBtarf ; do man is beaten voluntary ; Ajjaai was 
here the voluntary, and you a» under an impress. 

JTier, Even so ^— a great deal of your wit too lies in 
your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have a 
great catch, if he knock out either of your brains ; *a 
were as good crack a fusty nut with tio kernel. 

jichiL What, with me toO) Thersites f 

Ther, There's Ulysses, and old Nestor,— whose wit 
was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, 
-—yoke you like draught oxen, and make you plough 
up the wars. 

jtchiL What, what i 

Ther. Yes, good sooth ; To, Achilles ! to, Ajax ! to! 

'^ciJ'^' 1 shall cut out your tongue. 

Thcr, 'Tis no matter ; I shall speak as much as thou, 
afterwards. 

Fatr, No more words, Thersites ; peace. 

Ther, I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach bids 
me, shall I i » 

,4chtl. There's for you, Patroclus. 

Ther, I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I come 
any more to your tents ; I will keep where there is wit 
stirring, and leave the faction of fools. lExU. 

Patr, A good riddance. 

AchiL Marry, this, sir»is proclaimed thro* all our host : 
That Hector, by the first hour of the sun,, 
will, with a trumpet, *twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms. 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare' 
Maintain — I know not what ; 'tis trash': FarewelL 

Ajax, Farewell. Who shall answer him f 

Achil, I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise; 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning you :•— 1*11 go learn more of it. 

IBxeunr, 

SCENE II. 

TVoy. J Koom in Pr](Am'« PaUce, MnUr PaxAJi^ Hbctob^ 
Troilus, Pabis* an(/ Helbnds. 

Pri, After so many hours, lives, speeches spent. 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks ; 
Deliver Helen^ and all damage eUi 



col Arvcft-adof. STEEV.-— ft cortaialy omum » Mid^ Md iMt a Ar, 
vluck raodtn the exprenioo nort abuive and oftotiye, M. MASON . 



Act ii. TROnVS AND CRXSSIDA. 29 

Am hwMur^ loss of timet travel^ exfience^ 

Wounds, Jriends, and what else dear that is con9um*d 

In hot digestion of this cormorant war^'^ 

Shall be struck off : — Hector, what say you to't ? 

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I, 
As far as toucbeth my particular, yet, 
Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels, 
More spungy to suck in the sense of fear. 
More ready to cry out— IVho knows what follows ? 
Than Hector is : The wound of peace is surety, 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 
Since the first sword was drawn about this question, 
£very tithe soul 'mongst many thousand dismes, ' 
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours : 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours. 
To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us. 
Had it our nam.e* the value of one ten ; 
What merit's in that reason, which denies 
The yielding of hef up } 

Tro, Fie, fie, my brother ! 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 
So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters sum 
The past-proportion of his infinite i^ 
And buckle-in a waist most fathomless, 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons f fie, for godly shame ! 

HeL No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons, 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons. 
Because your speech hath none, that tells him so ^ 

Tro, You are for dreams and slumbers, brother priest, 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons : 
You know, an enemy intends you harm ; 
You know, a sword employed is perilous. 
And reason flies the object of all harm : 
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels ; 
And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove* 
Or like a star dis-orbM ? — Nay, if we talk of reason, 

[I] D/iiM«Fr. isthetltheythe tenth. STEEV. 

C3] Tint sreatBCM to wbsclk od Mcnorc kewt uy propottioa. jOHNi» ' 
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Let's shat oor gates, and sleep : Manhood aid- 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their thooghtfv 
With this craiDin'd reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 

Hect. lather, she is not worth what she detli cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What is aught, but as 'tis valued f 

Hect, But value dwells not in particular will ; 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself 
As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry, 
To make the service greater than the god ; 
And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects. 
Without some image of the aJBfected merit. ^ 

Tro, I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears^ 
Two traded pilou 'twisct the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment : How may I avoid. 
Although my will distaste what it elected. 
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasioR 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honoav : 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant. 
When we have soil'd them ; nor the remainder viands 
' We do not throw in unrespective sieve, ^ 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet» 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath with full consent bellied his 8ail»; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a trace. 
And did him service : he touch'd the ports desir'd; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks- held captive,' 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose yeath and freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her f the Grecians keep our aunt : 
Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl. 
Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships, 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went, 
(As you must needs, for you all cry'd— 60, ^o,^ 
If you'll c onfess, he brought home nob le priz e, 

[3] The will affects an object for some supposed merit, which Hector says 
is censurable, onlsss the merit so affected be really there. JOHNS. 

C4] That is, into a common voidec JOHNS. 

C53 Priam's sister, HesLtne, whom Hercules, being caraffe* at Priam'f 
breach •fc&tth^ ga«c » TdaaoPy whgl^ beg biJ Ayii» MAfci 
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(As you mint needs, for you all clappM your iiaads. 
And CTj^^'^ImetitvmMc I ) why do yon now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ; 
And do a deed that fortune never did. 
Beggar tlie estimation which you pria'd 
Richer than sea and land ? O then most frase ; 
That ¥re have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing ao stolen, 
That in their coontiy did them that disgraoe. 
We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Caa, \Within,'\ Cry, Trqjana, ciy ! 

PH. what noise f what shriek is this ? 

Tro, 'Tis our mad Mter, I do know her Toice. 

Can. [ Within.^ Cry, Trcgans 1 

&ct. It isCainandra. 

Enter Cassandha, rmtir^, 

Caa. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes, 
And I will fill 'them with prophetic tears. 

Ifect. Peace, sister, peace. 

Caa. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled elders,* 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, 
Add to my claoiourB ! let us pay betimes 
A mmety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry- ! practise your eyes with tears ! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand ; 
Our fire*brand brother,^ Paris, bums us alL 
Cry, Trojans, cry 1 a Helen, and a woe : 
Cry, cry ! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [jExtV. 

Hect. Now, youthftil Troilvs, do not these high straioB 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches\ of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason. 
Nor fear of bad snooeas in « bad cause. 
Can qualifv ttie same f 

TroL Why, brother Hector, 
We may not UiHsk the justness of each act 
Such anid no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Because Cassandra^ mad ; her brain-sicfk raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel,* 

C^] So the qoarto. -Folio^^rinkledtfli. MAL—— There eumot be a 
oneKioQ that he wrote : 

—.^aidwHe and wrinkled 0lif. HrrsON. 
jpTl Hecoba, when pregnaat with Paris, dreamed she iho«ld ibe delhrered sf 
anumingtoffch: 

" — -rffl face prmgiums _^_ 

eismisnginaVariHereat.'* BmidX,70K- STEEV* 
4C8] DistaOi^^mfi ; chaof e to a worse state. JOHNS - 
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Which hath our sereral honours all engag'd 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons : 
And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as miglit offend the weakest spleen 
To fight ror and maintain ! 

Par, Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counsels : 
But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a projecL 
For what, alas, can these my single arms f 
What propugnation is in one man's valour. 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? Yet« I protest. 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties. 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris should ne^er retract what he hath done. 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Prf . Paris, you speak 
Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still, but these the gall ; 
So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Far. Sir. I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 
But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen. 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me. 
Now to deliver her possession up. 
On terms of base compulsion f Can it be. 
That so degenerate a strain as this. 
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms f 
There's not the meanest spirit on our party. 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw. 
When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble. 
Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfiam'd. 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say. 
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well. 
The world's large spaces cannot paralleL 

Hect. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said well ; 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have gloz'd,— -but superficially ;* not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle t hought 

C9] To glox9, in this instance, means to intinuaU | btttv in Sbakspctre* to 
cmmenU STKEV. 
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Unfit to hear moral philosophy : ■ 

The reasons, you allege, do more conduce 

To. the hot passion' of distemper'd blood. 

Than to make up a free determination 

^Twixt right and wrong ; For pleasure, and revenge, 

Have ears jnore deaf than adders to the voice 

Of ^^ny true decision. Nature craves, 

All dues be render'd to their owners ; Now 

What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than wife is to the husband ^ if this law 

Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence* 

To their benumbed wills, s resist the same ; 

There is a law in each well-orderM nation, 

To curb those raging appetites that are 

Most disobedient and refractory> 

If Helen then be wife to Spartans king,— - 

As it is known she is, — these moral laws 

'Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 

To have her back returned : Thus to persist 

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 

Is this, in way of truth *J yet, ne'ertheless, 

My spritely brethren, I propend to you 

fn resolution to keep Helen still ; 

For -'tis a cause that hath no mean dependence 

IJpon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch*d the life of our design : 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of oar heaving spleens, ^ 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent^more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 
A sptrr to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 

CO Let it 1i« reiB«nb«red« as often as Shakspeare's anachronisms occur, 
that errors in compating time were very frequent in those ancient romances 
which seem to have formed the greater part of his library. *I may add, that 
even classic authors are not exempt from such mistakes. In the the fifth 
Book of Statios's Thebaid, Amphiaraus taUu of ttie fates of Nestor and 
*Prlam> neither of whom died till long after him. STEEV. 

tSl Through V^rti9\ indulgence. M. MASON. 

[33 Inflexible, immoveable, no longer obedient Cb superior direction. 

JOHNS. 

Z±l What the law does in every nation between individusils, justice ought 
to do between nations. JOHNS. 

C5] Though considering 7r«f A and justice in this question,^his is my opin* 
ion : yet, as a question of honour, |[ think on it as you. JOHNS. 

C($3 llie execution of spirit and resentment. JOHNS. 

18 VOL. vn. 
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Whose present courage may beat do¥ni onr fbes^ 
And fame, in time to come, canonise os : 
For, 1 presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory, 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 
For the wide world's revenue. 

Hect, I am yours, 
You valiant o£Bipring of great Pnarou&— 
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits : 
I was adv^rtis'd, their great general slept, 
Whilst emulation in the army crept ;* 
This, I presttiDe, will wake him. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 
The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' Timr. Enter Tum^' 

SITES. 

Ther, How now, Thersites ? what, lost in the labyrinth 
of thy fuiy ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus i he 
beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy satisfaction ! 
'would it were otherwise ; that I could beat him, whilst 
he railed at me : 'Sfoot, I'll learn to conjure and raise 
devils, but I'll see some issue of my spiteful execratioDS. 
Then there's Achilles,— a rare engineer. If Troy be 
Aot taken till these two undermine it, the walls will 
stand till they fall of themselves. O thou great thunder- 
darter of Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the king 
of gods ; and. Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft of 
thy Caduceua ; if ye take not that little Httle less- 
than-little wit from them that they have ! which short^ 
Armed ignorance itself knows is so abundant scarce, it 
will fiet ifi circumvention deliver a Hy from a ^ider, 
without drawing their massy irons, %ind cutting the 
web.^ After this the vengeance on the whole camp ! 
4>r» rather, the bone-ache ! for that, methinks, is the 
curse dependant on those that war for a placket. I 
have said my prayers ; and devil, eniry, say Amen.— 
What, ho ! my lord Achilles ! 

f 7J Emulation is now nerer used in an 111 tense ; bot Shakapeare meant to 
Am ploy it so. MAL. 

EmK/ofion— 'EnvT, factious contention. JOHNS. 

{83 That is, without drawing theif swordi to cot the web. They use no 
Aeans bot those of violence. JOHNS. 
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Enter Pathoclus, 

Patr. Who*8 there ? Thersites ? Good Thersitcs, 
come in and rail. 

Ther, If I could have remembered a gilt counterfeit, 
thou wouldest not have slipped out of my contemplation: 
but it is no matter ; Thyself upon thyself ! The common 
curse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great 
revenue ! heaven bless thee from a tutor, and discipline 
come not near thee ! Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death ! then if she, that lays thee out, says— thou art 
a fair corse, I'll be sworn and sworn upon't, she never 
shrouded any but lazars. Amen. Where's Achilles? 

Patr. What, art thou devout ? wast thou in prayer ? 

Ther. Ay ; The heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

jichiL Who's there i 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where ? — Art thou come .' Why, my 
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thyself 
in to my table so many meals ? Come ; i¥ hat's Aga- 
memnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles ;— Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what's Achilles i 

Patr^ Thy lord, Thersites ; Then tell me, I pray 
thee, what's thyself ? 

Ther, Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell me, Patro- 
clus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou mayest tell that knowest. 

Achil. O, tell, tell. 

Ther. I'll decline the whole question." Agamemnon 
commands Achilles ; Achilles is mv lord ; I am Patro- 
clas' knower ; and Patroclus* is a fool. 

Pair. You rascal ! 

Ther. Peace, fool ; I have not done. 
- Achil. He is a privileged man. — Proceed, Thersites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; Ther- 
sites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fool. 

Achil. Derive this ; come. 

Hier. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aga- 
memnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool ; and 
Patroclus is a fool positive. > 

Patr. Why am I a fool ? 

Cil Dedoce the question from the first case to the lastw JOHNS. 
C2] The poet is still thinldng of his grammar. MAL. 
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Ther, Make that demand of the prover.«— It suffices 
me, tl^u art. Look you, who comes here } 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestgk, Diome- 

DEs,a;}£^ AjAx. 

AchiL Patroclus, ill speak with nobody :— Cotne in 
with me, Thersites. [Exit. 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and such 
knavery ! All the argument isr a cuckold, and a whore ; 
A good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, and bleed to 
death upon. Now the dry serpigo on the subject !^ and 
war, and lechery, confound all ! [Exit, 

Aga. Where is Achilles ? 

Patr, Within his tent ; but ill-dispos'd, my lord. 

Aga, Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shent our messengers ;^ and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him : 
Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the. question of our place. 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr. I shall say so to him. [Exit- 

Ulyaa. We saw him at the opening of his tent ; 
He is not sick. 

Ajax, Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart : you may 
call it melancholy, if you will favour the man ; but, by 
my head, 'tis pride. But why, why f let him show us a 
cause.— -A word, my lord. [Takes Agam. aside. 

JVeat. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him f 

Ulyas. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

JVeet. Who .> Thersites ? 

Ulysa* He. 

J\/eat, Then will Ajax lack m^.tter, if he have lost his 
argument. 

\ Ulyaa. No, you see, he is his argument, that has his 
argument ; Achilles. 

Mat. All the better ; their fraction is more our 
wish, than (heir faction : But it was a strong compo- 
sure, a fool could disunite. 

Ulyaa. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly may 
easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter Patroclus. 
JVeat. No Achilles with him. 



C3] The serpiio is a kind of tetter. See Msamrtfor Measure. ST££V. 
C4]RclHilcMUnted. WARB. 



Uly»a. ThiB elephant hath joiats, but none for courte- 
sy : his legs are legs for necessity, not for flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me say— -he is much sorry. 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state, 
To call upon him ; he hopes, it is do other, 
Put, for your health and your digestion sake. 
An after-dinner's breath.' 

Aga, Hear you, Patroclus ;— 
We are too well acquainted with these answers : 
But his evasion, wing*d thus swift with scorn. 
Cannot out-fly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason *• 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues,— 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld» — 
Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 
Yea, fike fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 
We come to speak with him : And you shall not sin. 
If you do say — we think him over-proud, 
And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater. 
Than in the note of judgment ; and worthier than himself 
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on ; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command. 
And under-write^ in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 
His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this ; and add. 
That, if he over-hold his price so much. 
We'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report — 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 
A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant : — Tell him so. 

Fair. I shall ; and bring his answer presently. [Exit. 

Aga, In second voice we'll not be satisfied. 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses,enter. [-E^.Ults. 

Ajax, What is he more than another ? 

ji^a. No more than what he thinks he is. 

A]ax, Is he so much } Do you not think, he thinks 
himself a better man than I am ? 

Aga. No question. 

Cp Breath, in the present instance, stands for breathing, exercise. ST££. 
[0] To subscribe, in Shakspeare, is to obey* JOHNS. 

18* VOL. VII. 
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Ajax, Will yoa subscribe his thought, apd say — he is \ 

Aga, No, noble Ajax ; you are as stroog, as valiant, 
as wise, no less noble, much more gentle* and altogeth* 
er more tractable. 

Ajax. Why should a man be proud } how doth pride 
grow i I know not what pride is. 

Aga. Your mind *s the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
the fairer. He that is proud, eats up himself : pride is 
his own glass, his own trumpet, his own chronicle ; 
and whatever praises itself but in the deed, devour 
the deed in the praise. 

Ajax, I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engen- 
dering of toads. 

J^eat. [a«f .] And yet he loves himself : Is it not strange ^ 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

UlyaB. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Aga. What's his excuse i 

IJlyaa, He doth rely on none ; 
But carries on the stream of his dispose. 
Without observance or respect of any, 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
Content his person, and share the air with us } 

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request's sake only, 
He makes important : Possessed he is with greatness ; 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse, 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom 'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters down himself : What should I say f 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry — J\/b recovery.'^ 

Aga. Let Ajax go io him. — 
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent : 
' Tis said, he holds you well ; and will be led, 
At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulyss. O, Agamemnon, let it not be so ! 
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles : Shall the proud lord, 

C73 Dr. Hodges, is his Treatise on the Plague* says ; •' Spots of a dark 

complexion* usually called tolteni, and looked on as the pledges or forewarn* 

>n^s of death -jkre minute and distinct blasts, which have their original from 

\vithinj and rise up with a little pyi amidal protuberance, the pestilential 

poison chiefly collec'ced at their b4ses» tainting the neighbouring parM^ and 

reac*;ing to w Borface/' REED. 
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That bastes his arrogance with his own seam ;* 
And nfever suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — save such as do revolve 
And ruminate himself, — shall he be worshipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired ; 
Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit, 
As amply titled as Achilles is. 
By going to Achilles ; 
That were to inlard his fat-already pride ; 
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion.^ 
This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 
And say in thunder — Achillea^ go to him, 
• Jstest, O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. \Aaide, 

Dio.\nd how his silence drinks up this applause! lAst, 

jijax. If 1 go to him, with my arm'd fist Til pash him 
Over the face. 

Aga, O no, you shall not go. 

jijax. An he be proud with me, I'll pheeze his piidte : ' 
Let me go to him. 

Ulysa. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 

Ajax* A paltry, insolent fellow,— 

JsTeat, How he describes 
Himself ! [Anide* 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ^ 

Ulyss, The raven 
Chides blackness. [A aide, 

Ajax, I will let his humours blood. 

Aga, He'll be physician, that should be the patient. 

[Aside, 

Ajax. An all men 
Were o'my mind, 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. [Aside. 

Ajax, He should not bear it so. 
He should eat swords first : S hall pride carry it ? 

[8] Sivine-stam, in the North, is hog's-Iard, RIT50N. 

f 9J Cancer is the Crab, a sign in the zodiack. The same thought is more 
dearly expressed by Thomson, whose words on this occasion, are a suffi* 
cient illustration of our author's : 

'• And Canctf r'reddens with the solar hlaxe.** STEEV. 

f i3 To comb or curry, is the meaning of the word here. Kersey, in his 
Dictionary, 1708, says that it is a sea term, and that it signifies, to sf parate 
a cable by untwisting the ends ; and Dr. Johnson gives a similar account of 
its original meaning. But whatever may have been the origin of the expre?:- 
sion, it undoubtedly, signified, in our author's time, to beat, knock, strilQB/ 
or nhipi. MAL. 
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Mest, An 'twould, yoa'd carrjr half. [Audf, 

Uly^a, He*d have ten shares. [Ande, 

Ajax, V\\ knead him, I will make him supple :— — 

JNeat. He's not ]ret thorough warm : force him with 
praises :> 
Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [Atiic, 

Ulyse. My lord, you feed too much on this dislike. 

JVeat. O noble general, do not do so. [7b Agajc, 

Dio, You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Ulyaa, Why, 'tis this naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man— But 'tis before his face ; 
I will be silent. 

J^tat, Wherefore should you so ? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyaa, Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax, A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus with us !^ 
I would, he were a Trojan ! 

Mat, What a vice 
Were it in Ajax now 

Ulyaa, If he were proud ? 

Dio, Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulyaa. Ay, or surly borne ? 

Dio, Or strange, or self-afFected ? 

Ulyaa, Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure ; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck :^ 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'd, beyond all erudition : 
But he that dlsciplin'd thy arms to fight. 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 
And give him half : and, for thy vigour, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 
Which, like a bourn, ^ a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here's Nestor,-— ^ 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ;— • 
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax', and your brain so temper'd, 
You should not have the eminence of .him. 
But be as Ajax. - • 

r3] Force him— i. c. atufTbiin. Farcir» Fr. STEEV. 

[4 J That shall jaffgle with uSj or fly from hU engagements. MAL. 

ff] This is from St, Luke, xi. 27. ** Blessed is the womb that bare thcci 
and the paps that thoa hast socked." STEEV. 

[63 A bourn is a boundary, ami sometimes a rivolct dividins one plMt 
ffoni another. STEEV. 
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Ajax, Shall I call you father } 

JyeBt. Ay, my good son. 

JDio, Be rulMby him, lord Ajax. 
Ulysa, There is no tarrying here ; the hart AchiUes. 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war ; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, 
We most with all our maia.of power stand fast : 
And here's a lord, — come knights from east to we8t» 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Aga, Go we to council, let Achilles sleep : 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep. 

{ExeunC* 

ACT III. 

SCENE L—TVoy. A Room in Priam'* Palace. Enter Pan- 
dab us and a Servant, 

Pan, FRIEND ! you I pray you, a word : Do not you- 
follow the young lord Paris ? 

Serv, Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan, You do depend upon him, I mean. 

Ser-u, Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan, You do depend upon a noble gentleman ; I must 
needs praise him. 

Serv, The lord be praised ! 

Pan, You know' me, do you not i 

Serv, 'Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan, Friend.know me better ; I am the lord Pandarus. 

Serv, I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

Pan, I do desire it. 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. IMusic within,. 

Pan, Grace ! not so, friead ; honour and lordship 
are my titles : — What music is this i 

Serv, I do but partly know, sir ; it is music in parts. 

Pan, Know you the musicians ^ 

Serv, Wholly, sir. 

Pan, Who play they to ? 

Serv, To the hearers, sir. 

Pan, At whose pleasure, friend ? 

Serv, At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

Pan, Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv, Who shall I command, sir ? 

Pan* Friend, we understand not one another ; I ann 
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too courtly, and thou art too cunning^ : At whose re- 
quest do these men play i 

Seru. That's to*t, indeed, sir : Marry, sir, at the re- 
quest of Paris my lord, who is there in person ; with 
him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, 
love's invisible soul,''— 

Pan» Who, my cousin Cressida ? 

SerxK No, sir, Helen ; Could you not find out that by 
her attributes i 

Pan, It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen 
the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris from the 
prince Troilus : I will make a complimental assault 
upon him, for my business seeths. 

Scrv. Sodden business ! there's a stewed phrase, in- 
deed ! 

j£n/er Paris and Helen, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company ! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly guide 
them ! — especially to you, fair queen ! fair thoughts be 
your fair pillow ! 

Helen, Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan, You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.-* 
Fair prince, here is good broken music. 

Par, You have broke it, cousin : and, by mj life, 
you shall make it whole again ; you shall piece it out 
with a piece of your performance : — Nell, he is full of 
harmony. 

Pan, Truly, lady, no. 

Helen, O^ sir. 

Pan, Rude in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par, Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits.' 

Pan, I have business to my lord, dear queen :— My 
lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ^ 

Helen, Nay, this shall not hedge us out ; we'll hear 
you sing, certainly. 

Pan, Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me.— 
But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, and most 
esteemed friend, your brother Troilus — 

Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord,-— 

Pan, Go to, sweet queen, go to : — commends himself 
most affectionately to you. 

Helen, You shall not bob us out of our melody ; If 
you do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Trl This may mtv^, the soal of love invisible every where elKt JOHNft 
m In fits-that is, now and then ; by fits. ST££V. 
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Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that's a sweet 
queen, i'faith. 

Helen, And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour offence. 

Pan, Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that shall 
it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such words ; 
DO, no.— And, my lord, he desires you, that, if the king^ 
call for him at supper, you will make his excuse. 

Helen, My lord Pandarus, 

Pan, What says my sweet queen,— my very very 
sweet queen i 

J'ar. What exploit's in hand? Where sups he to-night ? 

Helen, Nay, but my lord,— — 

Pan, What says my sweet queen ?— My cousin will 
fall out with you.— You must not know where he sups. 

Par. Ill lay my life, with my disposer Cressida.' 

Pan, No, no, no such matter, yuu are wide ; ' come» 
your disposer is sick. 

Pmr. Well, I'll make excuse. 

Pan, Ay, good my lord. Why should you say— Cret- 
sida ? no, your poor disposer's sick. 

Par, I spy.* 

Pan, You spy \ what do you spy ?— Come, give me 
an instrament.— Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan, My niece is horribly in love with a thing you 
have, sweet queen. 

Helen, She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my lord 
Paris. 

Pan. He ! no, she'll none of him ; they two are twain. 

Hel. Falling in,after falling out,may make them three. 

Pan, Come, come, I'll hear no more of this : I'll sing 
yoo a. song now. 

Helen, Ay, ay, pr'vthee now. By my troth, sweet 
lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan, Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen, Let thy song be love : this love will undo us 
all. O, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

jf^an. Love ! ay, that it shall, i'faith. 

C93 The dialogue tDoold prrhai>s b« regulated thus ; 

'* Par. My cousin wiU fall out with you. [To Helen*' 

Pan. You must not kno^r where he sups. iTo Paris. 

Helen. I'll lay my life with my deposer Cressida." 

she calls Crctsida her deposer, because she had deposed her in the affectiont 

of TroiluSf whom Pandarus» in a preceding scene, is ready to swear she 

loved more than Paris. RITSON. 

fi] That is, wide of your mark ; a common exclamation when an archer 
missed hit aim. STEEV. 
(23 The osoal exclamation at a childish game called Hie, spy, hie. STEEV. 
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Par. AjTt good now, love, love, nothing but love* 
Pan, In good trot)i, it begins so : 

Xove, loWf nothing but iove, still more / 

FoTf oh, love s 6ov> 

Shoot* buck and doe : 

The shaft confoundtt 

Not that it vioundtf 
But tickles still the sore* 

These lovers cry-^Oh / oh / they die ! 

Tet that which seems the v)ound to jkili, 
Doth turn oh / oh / to ha / ha / he / 

So dying love lives still : 
Oh / oh ! a v)hite, but ha / ha f ha / 
Oh / oh / groans out for ha / ha / ha / 

Jley ho ! 

Helen, In love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love f hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds ? — Why, they are vipers : Is 
love a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who's a*field 
to-day ?* 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed to-night, 
but my Nell would not have it so. How chance my 
brother Troilus went not ? 

lieltn. He hangs the lip at something ;;^you know 
all, lord'Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long^to hear how 
they sped to-day. You'll remember your brother's excused 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen, Commend me to your niece. 

Pan, 1 will,«weet queen. [Exit. A retreat sounded. 

Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam's haU, 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, Ilnust wooyoa 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles, 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd^ 
Shall' more obey, than to the edge of steel, 
Or force oTGreekish sinews ; yon sh&U do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

C33 However Paniarui may have ^t shuffled to the head of this tpee^ 
iiQ more of it. I am confident, than the last five or six words belDmrlD ttet 
chacacter. The rest is clearly Helm*t.^ RITSOll. . r^ 
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Helen. Twill make us proud to be his servant, Paris : 
Yea, what he shall receive of as in duty, 
Give us more palm in beauty than we have ; 
Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

The same. Pandaeus' Orchard. Enter Pandarvs and a 

Servant, meeting. 

Pan. How now t where's thy master ? at my coosin 
Cressida's f 
Serv, No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan, O, here he comes*— How now, how now } 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Servant. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door. 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields, 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
ProposM for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Cressid ! 

Pan. Walk here Tthe orchard, I'll bring her straight. 

\ExU. 

Tro. I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense ; What will it be. 
When that the watry palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar ? death, I fear me ; 
SwooRing destruction ; or some joy too fine. 
Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness^ 
For the capacity of my ruder powers : 
I fear it much ; and I do fear besides. 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

S-e-enter Pandarus. 
Pan. She's making her ready, shell come straight : 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and fetches' 
her wind so short, as if she were frayed with a sprite ; 
1*11 fetch her. It is the prettiest villain :— she fetches 
her breath as short at a new-ta'cn sparrow. [Exit* 

19 VOL.Yil. 
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Tro, Even such a passioD doth embrace ray bosom : 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 
Like vassalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan, Come, come, what need you blush ^ shame's a 
baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to her» 
that you have sworn to me. — What, are you gone again ^ 
you must be watched ere you be made tame,' must ypu ? 
Come your ways, come your ways ; an you draw back- 
ward, we'll put you i'the fills.*— Why do you not speak 
to her ^ — Come, draw this curtain, and let's see your 
picture. Alas the day, how loath you are to ofiend day- 
fight ! an 'twere dark, you'd close sooner. So, so ; rub 
on, and kiss the mistress. How now, a kiss in fee-iisrm ! 
build there, carpenter ; the air is sw«ct. Nay, you 
shall fight your hearts out, ere I part you. The falcon 
as the tercel,' for all the ducks i'the river: go to,.go (a 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Tan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds : bat shell 
befeave you of the deeds too, if -she call your activity 
in question. What, billing again i Here's — In witneH 
whereof the fiarticB int erchan^eadly -"^ome io, come 
in ; I'll go get a fire. lExif, 

Cre9, Will you walk in, my lord ? 

?Vo. O Cressida, how often have I wished me -thus? 

Cre. Wished, my lord? — The gods grant !— O my lord ! 

Tro, What should they grant ? what makes this 
pretty abruption t what too curious dreg espies my 
sweet lady in the fountain of our love f 

Crea, More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

ITro. Pears make devils cherubins ; they never see 
itruly. 

Cre8, Blind feai*, that seeing reason leads, finds aaCsr 
footing than blind reason stumbling without fsar : To 
fear the worst, oft cures the worst. 

Tro, O, let my lady ^prehend no fear : la all Ctt^ 
j)id's pageant there is presented no monster. 

C3l Hawks were tamtrd by being kept firom sleep, and An Pindanis 
means that Cretaida shoald be tamed* MAL. 

.■C4l That is, in the shafts. Fill is a provincial word used in eome com^ 
ties for thUtSi the shafts of a cart or wanou. MAL. 

ISl Pandarus roeans> that he'll nmtch his niece agiimt lier km* Ibr afeV 
bett. The terxd is the mah hawk ; by the /a/co» we generally updcrilMi 
tht^tmalg, THEO.— -I think we ehould nitiier read t— a/thetereeb** 
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Crea. Nor nothing monstrous neither ? 

Tiro, Nothing, but our undertakings ;< wfi^n W€ vow 
to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers ; think- 
ing it harder for our mistress to devise imposition 
enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty imposed. 
This is the monstruosity in love, lady,-^that the will is 
infinite, and the execution confined ; that the desire 
is boundless, and the act a slave to limit. 

Crea. They say, all lovers swear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they 
oever perform ; vowing more than the perfection of 
ten, and discharging less than the tenth part of one. 
They that have the voice of lions, and the act of hares, 
are they not monsters i 

Tro, Are there such ? such are not we : Praise us 
as we are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head shall 
go bare, till merit crown it : no perfection in reversion 
shall have a praise in present : we will not name de- 
sert, before his birth ; and, being born, his addition 
shall be humble.^ Few words to &ir faith : Troilus 
shall be such to Cressid, as what envy can say worst, 
shall be a mock for his truth ; and what truth can 
speak truest, not truer than Troilus. 

Crea, Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan, What, blushing still i have you not done talk- 
ing yet i 

Cre9.Well,uncle,what folly I commit,! dedicate to you. 

Ptm, I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy of 
you, you'll give him me : Be true to my lord : it he 
flinch, chide me for it. 

Tro, You know now your hostages ; your uncle's 
word, and my firm faith. 

Pan, Nay, 1*11 give my word for her too ; our kin- 
dred, though they be long ere they are wooed, they 
are constant, being won : they are burs, I can tell you ; 
they 11 stick where they are thrown. 

Crea, Boldness comes to me now, and brings me heart : 
—•Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro, Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Crea, Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord, 

1 

C6l We win cave htm no high or jKiinpoiu tides. JOHNS. 
jUdMm h ■till the term aiid b? coaveyancers in deicribiag: the aulity 
aDdcoQdltioQ«rthepartiettode<^,Scc REED. ^^ 
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With the (int glance that ever— Pardon me ;— 

If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love you now ; but not, till now, so much 

But I might master it : — in faith, I lie ; 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 

Too headstrong for their mother : See, we fools ! 

Why have I blabb'd? who shall be true to us. 

When we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 

But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not ; 

And yet, good faith, I wish'd myself a man ; 

Or that we women had men's privilege 

Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ; 

For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 

The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence. 

Cunning in dumbness, fi*om my weakness drawa 

My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro, And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Fan. Pretty, I'faith. 

Cres, My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiHS : 
I am asham'd ; — O heavens ! what have I done ?— 
For this time will I take my leave^ my lord. 

Tro, Your leave, sweet Cressid f 

Pan, Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow morn- 
ing, 

Cres, Pray you, content yo\i, 

Tro, What offends you, lady ? 

Cres, Sir, mine own company. 

Tro, You cannot shun 
Yourself. 

Cres, Let me go and try : 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 
To be another's fool. I would be gone :— 
Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 

Tro, Well know they what they speak, thai speak 
so wisely. 

Cr^ ^.Perchance, my lord, I show more craft than love; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession. 
To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise ; 
Or else you love not ; For to be wise, and love. 
Exceeds man's might ;▼ that dwells with gods above. 

t7l Cretsida's meaning is this : " Perchance I feU too roundly to oODfti*' 
sion* in order to aiwle wr yoar thoughts ; but you are not so easily taM 
in; yo« are too wfi«. or too indiileitnt $ ibr co-be wise and iovc^ cscMi 
nun's mi^." M.MASON. 
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Tro, O, that I thought it could be in a womaii, 
(As, if it can, I will presume in you,} 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth. 
Out-living beauty's outward* with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me,— 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted with the match* and weight 
Of such a winnow 'd purity in love ; 
How were I then uplifted ! but, alas, 
I am as true as truth's simplicity. 
And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Crea. in that I'll war with you. 

Tro, O virtuous fight, 
When right with right wars who shall be most right ! 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come. 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,* 
Want similes, truth tii'd with iteration, — 
As true as steel, aspluntage to the moon,' 
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate. 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the center, — 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 
As truth's authentic author to be cited, > 
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse, ^ 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Crea. Prophet may you be ! 
If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 
When time is old and hath forgot itself. 
When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let memory, 

[8] I with " my Integrity might be met :ind matched with inch equality 
ani forcf of pare unmingied Iotc." JOHNS- 

CQ] Compare> tliat is, comiwrison. STEEV. 

[I] Piantag* to tht «fMif--alladiiig to the commoa opinioa of tiie ioflimce 
the moon h^a over what is planieaor town, which wm therefixc dooc io 
the increase ; 

" Rite Latonas poenuB canentes i 
Rite crescentem face nocUlncam, 
Prosperara fhinm,— ^" B§r» Lib. IV- Od. vk WAXS. 

From a book entitled The frtfitakh Jrt rf Cardtniiu, he. linn, that 
neither towing, planting, nor grafting* were ever ondcrtakra wlthooC • 
■cmpnioas attention to the increase or waning of the moon. STKSY . 

[ 2] Troilas shall erovin th§ vtru as a man Hb$ eitt dMtk t maihmtir 
tf truth ; as one whose protestaKiom wm trv t» apvovciK . T^' 

^] That l«, conchide it. Urns cwimit 4tiU> BTKST. ^^^ 

19* VOL. VII. 
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From false to false, among^ false maids in love» 

Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said— as fialse 

As air, as vater, wind, or sandy earth* 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son ; 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 

As false as Cressid. 

Pan» Goto, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; I'll be 
the witness. — Here I hold your hand ; here, my cou- 
sin's. If ever you prove false one to another, since I 
have taken such pains to bring you together, let all pit- 
iful goers-between be called to the world's end after my 
name, call them all — Pandars ; let all constant men 
be Troiluses, all false women Cressids, and ail brokers- 
between Pandars ! say, Amen. 

Tro, Amen. 

Crea, Amen. 

Pan, Amen. Whereupon I will show you a cham* 
ber and a bed, which bed, because it shall not speak 
of your pretty encounters, press it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here. 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp. Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diome- 
DES, Nestor, Ajax, Menelaus, am/CALGHAS. 

CaL Now, princes, for the service I have done you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind, 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy, left my possession. 
Incurred a traitor's name ; exposM myself. 
From certain and possess'd conveniences. 
To doubtful fortunes ; s^quest'ring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 
And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 
I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 
To give me now a little benefit. 
Out of those many register'd in promise. 
Which, you say, live to come in my behalil 
Jiga. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan? make demand* 
Cal Tou have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor« ■■ 
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Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very deaf. 
Oft have you, (dften have you thanks therefore,) 
Desir'd my Cressid in right great exchange. 
Whom Troy hath still denied : But this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wrest in their affiiirs,^ 
That their negociations all must slack. 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes. 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done. 
In roost accepted pain. 

^ga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Cressid hither ; Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal, bring word — if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer'd in his challenge : Ajax is ready. 

JDio, This shall I undertake, and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exe, Dig. and Calchas. 

Eniar Achilles oWPatroclus, before their Tent, 

UlyaB. Achilles stands i'the entrance of his tent :-^ 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him, 
As if he were forgot ; — and, princes all. 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 
I will come last : 'Tis like, he'll question me. 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn'd on hifiii c 
If so, I have derision med'cinable, 
To use between your strangeness and his pride. 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink ; 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

jiga. We'll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along ; — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not. 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

^chil. What, comes the general to speak with me ? 
You know my mind, I'll fight no more "gainst Troy. 

*4ga. What says Achilles ^ would he aught with us } 

f43 Tfriitt means an imtrooient for tuning the harp by drawing up ti» 
ttringa. To •mrtit in to •atind. The form ofthe wrcf t may be letn in tome 
of the old lUominatrd service books, wherein DaWd !• repftsented ItatiaK 
•n Ilia harp. DOUCS. ^<r 
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M9t. Would yoo, my lord* aoght with the general ^ 

AchiU Ka 

J^eat. Nothing, my lord. 

Aga. The better. [Exeunt Agak. ani/ Nkst. 

AcML Good day, good day. 

Men. How do yoa f how do yoo ? [£xiV Memelaus. 

Achil, What, does the cuckold scorn me ^ 

Ajax. How now, Patrbclus f 

Achii, Good-morrow, Ajax. 

AJax* Ha ? 

jfrAi/. Good-morrow. 

AJax. Ay ; and good next day toa [Exit AjAZi 

Jichil, What mean these fellows ^ Know they not 
Achilles i 

Pair. They pass by strangely : they were ns'd to bend, 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly, as they osM to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achii. What, am I poor of late ^ 
*Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, 
Must fall out with men too : What the declin*d is. 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others. 
As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the summer ; 
And not a man, for being simply man. 
Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 
Which when they fall, as being slippery standers. 
The love that lean'd on them as slippery too. 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me : 
Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess. 
Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses ; 
I'll interrupt his reading.—— 
How now, Ulysses ? 

Ulysa. Now, great Thetis* son ? 

Achil. What are you reading ? 

Ulyi98, A strange fellow here 
Writes me. That man,— *how dearly ever parted,' 
How much in having, or without, or in,— 

[^Howeverex^llcotly endowed i wltli however dear or pmtiow ftm 
euficacd-or Morncd. JOHNS. 
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Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

AchiL This is not strange, Ulysses. 
The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself * 

(That most pure spirit of sense,) behold itself, 
Not going from itself ; but eye to eve oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other s form. 
For speculation turns not to itself. 
Till it hath travell'd, and is married there 
Where it may see itself : this is not strange at alL 

Ulyaa. I do not strain at the position. 
It is familiar ; but at the author's drift v 
Who, in his circumstance, s expressly proves— * 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much consisting,} 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause 
Where they are extended ; which, like an arch, rever- 
berates 
The voice again ; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heaL I was much rapt in this ; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax.^ 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 
That has he knows not what. Nature, what things^ 

there are. 
Most abject in regard, and dear in use ! 
What things again most dear in the esteem. 
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow. 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 
Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what some men do. 
While some men leave to do ! 
How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall. 
Whiles others play the ideot in her eyes ! 
How one man eats into another's pride. 
While pride is fasting in his wantonness! 



gj 



6] In the detail or circamdaction of hia argument. JOHNS. 

AlftB> who hai ahUUiei which were never brooi^t into view or ate 
^^ JOHNS. 



54 TaOILt78 AMD CRSSSIDA. AC^ III, 

To see these Grecian lords ! — why, eveii already 
They' clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder ; 
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast. 
And great Troy shrinking. 

jicniL I do believe it : for they pass'd by me. 
As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look : What, are my deeds forgot ^ 

Uiysa. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes : 
Those scraps are good deeds past : which are devour'cl 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : Pers6verance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way : 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ; 
For emulation hath a thousand sons, ^ 

That one by one pursue : If you give way. 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 
Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by. 
And leave you hindmost ; — 
Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank. 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on : Then what they do in present, 
Though less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours : 
For time is like a fashionaole host. 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ; 
And with his arms out-stretch*d, as he would fly* 
Grasps-in the comer : Welcome ever smiles. 
And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was ; 
For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,— 
That all, with one consent, praise new-bom gawds, 
Though they are made and molded of things past ; 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt. 
More laud than gilt o'er-dusted." 

I?] I read : 

And gfve t« daat, that k a little gilt. 
More laod than thty 'wili gi'M t9 goid$ e'ttwdMtSii 
CHt, \n tlie tecond Une« is a labttantivr. MAL. 
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The present eye praises the present object : 
Then marvcfl not, thou great and cdmplete maOy 
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 
Since things in motion sooner catch the eye. 
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee» 
And still it might ; and yet it may again, 
If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive. 
And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 
Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late. 
Made emulous missions 'mongst the gGfds themselves,' 
And d rave great Mars to faction. 

AchiL Ofthis my privacy 
I have strong reasons. 

Ulyaa. But 'gainst your privacv 
The reasons are more potent and heroical ; 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
\yith one of Priam's daughters^" 

AchiL Ha ! known ? 

UlysM. Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that's in a watchful state. 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold ; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps ; 
Keeps place with though t«s and almost, like the gods> 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) 3 in the soul of state ; 
Which hath an operation more divine. 
Than breath, or pen.xan give expressure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord ; 
And better would it fit Achilles much. 
To throw down Hector^ than Polyxena : 
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 
When fame shall in our island's sound her trump ; 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing,-- 
Grveat Hector^9 sister did Achilles win ; 
'But our ffreat Ajax bravely beat down hinu 
Farewell, my lord ; I as your lover speak ; 

C9] The meaning of mission seem to be« detpatdiet of the gods f\nm bca-- 
ven about mortal business* such as often liavpened at the siege of Trov. JOH. 



f 1 1 Polyiceiia* in die act of marrying wBomt he was afterwards killed by 
Psris. 8TEEV. 

ra] L e. there is in the providence of a state* as to the proTidenee of the 
wwene, m kind of oUqnity. WARS. 

Is tlwee not here some allosion to that sublime descriptioa of the Di- 
vine Omnipresence in the 130th Psaim i HENLEY. 

' n There is a secret administration of affidrs^ which 00 hittory mm Cfcr 
- JOHNS. i 
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The fool slides o*er the ice that you shoold break. [ExU. 

Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd yoo : 
A woniati inipiident and mannish gprown 
Is not more loathM than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemned for this ; 
They think, my little stomach to the war. 
And your great love to me, restrains you thus : 
Sweet, rouse yourself ; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane. 
Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 

Patr. Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much hoDOor hy kin. 

Achil I see, my reputation is at stake ; 
My fame is shrewdly gor'd. 

jpatr, O, then beware ; 
Those wounds heal ill, that men do give themselves : 
Omission to do what is necessarv 
Seals a commission to a blank ot danger ; 
And danger, like an ague, subtlv taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Achit. Go call Thersites hither, sweet PflCtroclos : 
I'll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lord after the combat, 
To see us here unarmed : I have a woman's longing. 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 
To talk with him, and to behold his visage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd ! 

Enter Thersites* 

Ther. A wonder ! 

Achil. What i 

Ther, Ajax g^oes up and down the field, asking for 
himself. 

AchiL How so f 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector ; 
and is so prophetically proud of anhercucal cudgelling, 
that he raves in saying nothing. 

AckU. How can that be ? 

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock, a 
stride, and a stand : ruminates, like an hostess, that hath 
no arithmetic but her brain to set down her reckoning : 
bites his lip with a politic regard, as who should say- 
there were wit in this head, an 'twould out ; and so there 
is ; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which 
will not show without knocking. The nan's nndona 
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fat ever ; for if Hector break not his neck i'the combat» 
he'll break it himself in vain-glory. He knows not me : 
I taid, Good-morrovft ^jax ; and he replies, Thanka^ 
Aganumnon, What think you of this man, that takes 
me for the general } He is grown a very land-fish, lan- 
guage-less, a monster. A plague of opinion ! A man may 
wear it on both sides, like a leather jerkin. 

AchiL Thou must be my embassador to him,Thersite8. 

Ther. Who, I i why, he'll answer nobody ; he put- 
fesses not answering ; speaking is for beggars ; tife 
wears his tongue in his arms. I will put on his presence ; 
let Patroiclus make demands to me, you shall see the 
pageant of Ajax. 

AchiL To him, Patroclus : Tell him, — I humbly de- 
sire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous Hector 
to come unarmed to my tent ; and to procure safe con- 
duct for his person, of the magnanimous, and most illus- 
trious, six-or-seven-times-honoured captain-general of 
the Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this. 

Patr, Jove bless great Ajax. 

Thtr. Humph ! 

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles,——* 

Ther. Ha ! 

Patr. Who most humbly desires you, to invite Hector 
to his tent ! 

Ther. Humph ! 

Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Agamemnon. 

Ther. Agamemnon f 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha ! 

Patr. What say you to't ? 

Ther. God be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your answer, sir.- 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o^clock it 
will go ooe way or other ; howsoever, he shall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

AchiL Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ^ 

Ther^ No, b«t he*8 out o^tone thus. What music 
will be in him, when Hector has knocked oat his brains, 
I know not : But, I am sure, none ; unless the fiddler 
Apollo get his sinews to make catlings oo. 

AchiL Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him ttraigfit. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for that's 
the more capable creature* 
20 VOL. vn. 
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AehiL My mind is troobl^, like a ionntaia ttlrt'd ; 
•And I myself se€ not the bottom of it. 

{^Exe, Acnih.-and Patr. 

ITher, 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an ass at it ! I had Tather be 
.A- tick in a sheep, than anch a. valiant ignorance. [J^jrtt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Troy. A Street Enter, at one iide, JEvXAS whI 
Servant, viith a Torch ; at the other, Paris, DaiPHOBVSy 
Ahtbnor, Diombdbs, and others, nuith 7VrcAe#. 

zPar. SEE, ho ! who's that there ? 

Ser. 'Tis the lord ^neas. 

JEne, Is the prince there 4n person ?— - 
Had. I so good occasion to lie long, 
As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-n*.ate of my company. 

JDio, That's my mind too. — Good morrow, lord iEneas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, ^neas ; take his hand : 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
Vouvtdld— how .Diomed, a whole week by days^ 
;Did haunt you in the ^Id. 

^ne. Health to you, valiant sir. 
During AlLquestton jof the gentle truce :^ 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance, 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
•Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health : 
But when contention and occasion meet. 
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, pursuit, and pcmcy. 

^ne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, tiiat will fly 
With bis face backward. — In humanegentleQesSi 
Welcome to Troy ! Now, by Anchises' life. 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus* hand-I swear. 
No man a4ive.can4ove, in such a sort, 
[The -thing he means to Jnll, more excellently. 

Dio. Wesympathise :— rJove, let ^neas Uve, 
•If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand cdmplete courses of the sun \ 

i)But; in mine emulous honour, 'let him die 

. - • •• • " ■■■III — ^^^^ 

Ta] ^estiou^taeva ineercoone, interdiaose of €dnvcratimu .J%HMSt 
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With every joint a woand ; and that to-morrow ! 

JEne. We know each other well. 

JD(o« We do ; and long to know eacht>ther worse* 

Par. This is the most despileful gentle greeting. 
The noblest hateful love, tliat e'er 1 heard of.— 
3^hat business, lord, so early i 

JEne. I was sent for to the kin^ ;. but why, I know not. 

jPar. His purpose meets you ;' *r was to bring this 
Greek 
To Caleb as' house ;- and there to render htmf 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid. 
Let's have your company ; or, if you please. 
Haste there before us : I constantly do think, 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night ; 
Rouse him, and give him note of our approach} 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear, 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

JEne. That I assure you ; 
Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. ' . 

Par. There is no help ; 
The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord ; we'll follow you. 

JEne. Good morrow, all. [Exit* 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed ; 'faith, tell me true. 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship,— 
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best. 
Myself, or MeneUus } 

Dio. Both alike : 
He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilure,) 
With such a hell of pain, and world of charge ; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour,) 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; ^ 
Yon, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor more ; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par, You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

C5] I bring yoa hit meaning and his orders. JOHNS. 

C6] i. e. B piece of wine <mt of wbich the spirit is all flown. WAI19. 
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Dio, She's bitter to her country : Hear me, Paris,-^ 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian's life hath sunk ; for every scrapie 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak. 
She hath not given so many good word^ breath. 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffered death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do. 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 
But we in silence hold this virtue well,— 
We'll not commend what we intend to selL 
Here lies our way. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

The Mme, Court before the Houee of Fakdarus. MMer 

Tegilus and Crxssida. 

Tro, Dear, trouble not yourself ; the morn U cold. 

Cre9, Then, sweet my lord, Til call mine tincle down ; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

2Vo. Trouble him not ; 
To bed, to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes, 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses. 
As infants' empty of all thought ! 

Cre9, Good morrow then. 

Tro. 'Prythee now, to bed. 

Crea, Are you a weary of me ? 

Tro, O Cressida ! but that the burr day, 
Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows. 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. 

Crea, Night hath been too brief. 

Tro, Besnrew the witch ! with venomonswi|^t8* she 
stays. 
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love. 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Crea, Pr'ythee, tarry ;— 
You men will never tarry.— 
O foolish Cressid !— I might have still held off. 
And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there's tme up. 

Pan, [ Within,^ What, are all the doors q>ea here ? 

.Tro, ft is your uncle. 



immimm 
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Enter Pandarus; 

Crea. A pestilence oa him ! now will he be mocking : 
I shall have such a life, 

Pan, How now, how now i how ^o maidenheads I 
— Here, you maid ! where's my cousm Cressid ? 

Crea. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking unclel 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what ? to do what ? — let her say what : 
what have I brought you to do ? 

Crea, Come, come ; beshrew your heart ! you'll ne'er 
be good. 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha ! Alas, poor wretch ! a poor capoc- 
chia !< — hast not slept to-night.^ would he not, a 
naughty man, let it sleep i a bugbear take him ! 

[Knocking, 

Crea, Did I not tell you ? — 'would he were knock'd o* 
the head ! — 
Who's that at door f Good uncle, go and see.-*- 
My lord, come you again into my chamber : 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meaut naughtily. 

TVo. Ha, ha ! 

Crea, Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no such thing. 

{^Knocking, 
—How earnestly they knock !— Pray you, come in ; 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

\^Exeunt Troilus and Cressida. 

Pan. [Going to the door."] Who's there ? what's the 
matter ^ will you beat down the door i How now i ' 
what's the matter i 

Enter :£neas. 

^ne. Good morrow^ lord, good morrow. 

Pan, Who's there ? my lord ^neas .> Bv my troth> 
I knew you not : what news with you so early i 

jEne, Is not prince Troilua here ? • 

Pan, Here-! what should he do here .' ' 

^ne. Comci he is here, my lord, do not deny him ; 
It doth import him much, to speak with. me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you ? tis more than -I know, 
111 be sworn : — For my own part, I came in late : 
What should he do'kere f 

JEne, Who ! — nay, then :— 
Come, come, youMl do him wrong ere yoa are 'ware : 

.. . S 3 ^..»«- 

rS] Capoechio^ltaMm-^^niGin the thick hoid of a dob ; md I 
tjiaoricAnj, a htad of not much braio, a lot/ diilUrd« hmrf golL 
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YouMl be so true to him, to be false to him. 

Do not you koow of him^ yet go fetdi him hither ; 

Ga 

^9 Pandaros U going out, enter Troilus. 

Tro. How now ^ what's the matter f 

JEne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute ycMi». 
My matter is so rash :^ There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Delivered to us ; and for him forthwith, 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour. 
We must give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady Cressida. 

7Vo. Is it so concluded i 

JEne, By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Tro, How my achievements mock me ! 
I will go meet them : and, my lord ^neas. 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

^ne. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. [ExcTslo, and JEve. 

Pan, Is't possible t no sooner got, but lost f The devil 
take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad. A plague 
upon Antenor ! I would, they had broke's neck ! 

Enter Cressida. 

Crea. How now i What is the matter ? Who was here ■' 

Pan. Ah, ah ! 

Cres, Why sigh you so profoundly ? where's my 
lord gone ? 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what's the matter f 

Pan, 'Would I were as deep under the earth as I 
am above ! 

Crea, O the gods ! — what's the matter ? 

Pan, Pr'y thee, get thee in ; 'Would thou hadst ne'er 
been born ! I knew, thou wouldst be his death :— O 
poor gentleman ! — A plague upon Antenor ! 

Crea, Good uncle, I beseech yon on my knees, 
I beseech you, what's the matter i 

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be 
gone ; thou art changed for Antenor : thou must to 
thy father, and be gone from Troilus ; 'twill be his 
death ; 'twill be his bane ; he cannot bear it, 

Crea, O you immortal gods ! — I will not go. 

r9] My bosiness is so hasty and so abrupt. JOHNS. 
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Pan, Thou ODHftt 

Crea. I will hot, uncle : I have forgot my father ; 
I know no touch of consanguinity ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me, 
As the sweet Troilus. — Q you gods divine ! 
Make Cressid's name the very crown of falsehood, 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and deatb. 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very center of the earth. 
Drawing all things to it. — I'll go in, and weep ;— - 

Pan, Do, do. 

Cr^. Tear my bright hair,and scratch my praised cheeks; 
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

lExeunt, 

SCENE III. 

The same. Before Pandarus* House, Enter Paris, Troi- 
lus, £nba8, Deiphobus, Antenor^ otu/ Diomedbs. 

Pdr, It is great morning ; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon :— Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do, \ 

And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro, Walk into her house ; 
1*11 bring her to the Grecian presently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her. 
Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there ofibring to it his own heart. \^Exit. 

Par, I know what 'tis to love ; 
And 'would, as I shall pity, I could help !— 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

The same, A Room in Pandarus' ZToMf. Etoer Pasoa* 

Rus and Cressida. 

Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cre^. Why tell you me of ii(^ode ration ? 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste^ 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : How can I moderate it ^ 
If I could temporize with my affection. 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
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The like allayment could I give my grief : 
My low admits no qaalifying drots : 
No more my grief, in such a precious lofs. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan^ Here, here, here he comes.— Ah, sweet ducks ^ 

Cre: O Troilus ! Troilus ! {^Embracing him. 

Pan, What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me em- 
brace too : O hearty — as the goodly saying is, ■ ■ 
■ -0 hearty o heavy hearty 
Why 8igh*8t thou without breaking 7 
where he answers again. 

Because thou canst not ease thy smarmy 
By friendahifiy nor by afieaking. 
There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away no* 
thing, for we may live to haye need of such a verse ; 
we see it, we see it. — How now, lambs f 

Tro, Cressid, I love thee in so strainM a purity. 
That the blest gods — as angry with my fancy. 
More bright in zeal than the. devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities, — take thee from me. 

Cre9, Have the gods envy ? 

Fan, Ay, a^, ay, ay ; it is too plain a case^ 

Crcs, And is it true, that I must go from Troy ? 

Tro, A hateful truth. 

Crea, What, and from Troilus too ? 

Tro, From Troy, and Troilus. 

Crea, Is it possible f 

Tro, And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock*d embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even iki the birth of our own labouring breath z 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste. 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consigned* kisses to them, 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu ; 
J^nd scants us with a single famish'd kiss, 
Distasted with tfit salt m broken tears. 

JEne. [Within.} My: lord t is the lady ready i 

C93 Cmsipfip uakd $ firon cMff jw« Lat. MAL. 
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Tro. Hark 1 you are call'd : Some say* the Genius to 
Cries, Come J to him that instantly must die.— 
Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears f rain, to lay this wind, 
or my heart will be blown up by the root ! l£xit» 

Cres. I must then to the Greeks ? 

Tro. No remedy. 

Cres, A woeful Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks ! 
When shall we see ag^ain ? 

Tro, Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of heart,— 

Ores, I true ! how now ? what wicked deem' is this i 

Tro, Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 
For it is parting from us : 
I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 
For I wilf throw my glove to death himself,' 
That there's no maculation io thy heart : 
But, be thou true^ say I, to fashion in 
My.sequei^t protestation ; be thou true. 
And 1 will see thee. 

Crea. O, you shall be expos'd, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent ! but, 1*11 be true. 

7Vo. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear this sleeve. 

Cres, And you this glove. When shall I see you ? 

7Vo. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels,^ 
To give thee nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 

Crea. O heavens ! — be true, again f 

Tro, Hear why I speak it, love ; 
The Grecian youths are full of quality ; they're loving. 
Well compos'd, with gifts of nature flowing. 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise ; 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 

SV^hich, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 
akes me afeard. 

Crea, O heavens 1 you love me not. 
7Vo. Die 1 a villain then ! 
In this I do not call your faith in question, 
So mainly as thy merit : I cannot sing. 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk. 
Nor play at subtle ^ames ; fair virtues all, 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant : 

But I can tell, that in each grace of these 

--- — -..— — - ■ ,-^ — -j^^— — »— ^^fc— 

to I^cem (a tvprd now obsolete) signifies, opinion, surmise. STEEV. 
tii3 t^win duAeiige desth Umself in dcfirocc or tb}r SOeHtj. JOHNS* 
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There larict a ttill and dumb-diicoanive devil, 
That tempts most cunningly : but be not te^npted^ 

Cres. Do you think, I will ? 

Tro. Na 
But something may be done, that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves. 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers^ 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

JEne, IWithin.'i Nay, good my lord,— — 

Tro. Come, kiss ; and let us part. 

Par, nVithin,'] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro. Uood brother, come you hither ; 
And bring ^neas, and the Grecian, with you. 

Cre8, My lord, will you be true i 

Tro, Who I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault : 
While others fish- with craft for great opinioo, 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns^ 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 
Is— plain, and true,— there's all the reach of it. 

J?n/rr ^NEAs, Paris, Antenor, Deipbobus, anc/ 

DiOMEDSS. 

— Welcome, sir Diomed I here is the lady. 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand ; 
And, by the way, possess thee' what she is. 
Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou stand at mercv of my sword. 
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio, Fair lady Cressid, 
So please you, save the thanks this prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in ^our cheek, 
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro, Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously, 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee. 
In praising her. I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises. 
As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant 
I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge ; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not. 



C3J I will make thee foUr ondtntaad. Thit isMt Of Ifcs wwi Awwsf 
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Atv ir. Trneuvs m* cksuiba. «r 

I'boDgh tbe mat bulk Achillei be thjr gnird, 
lit cut thy tbroat. 

Dio. O, be not mov'd, prince Trollus : 
Xet me be privilee'd by my pUce, and meissge. 
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence, 
I'll anawer to my luit : And know you, lord, 
I'll nothing do on charge : To her own worth 
She shall be priz'd ; but that you eay — be't so, 
111 ipeak it in my spirit atid honour, — do. 

Tro. Come, to the port. — I'll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk. 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

iExe. Tro. Crks. and Diohed. Trumfiet heard. 

Par. Hark r Hector's trumpet. 

jEiu. How have we spent this morning '. 
Tbe prince must think me tardy and remiss. 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. 'Tis Troilus' fault : Come.come.to field with him. 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. 

jEne. Yea, with a bridegroom s freah alacrity. 
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels : 
"The gloey of our Troy doth this day lie 
■On h& fair worth, and single chivalry. lExeuai. 

SCENE V. 
lieGrteiaHGinip. Litutetoat. Enter hjKi,aruud i Aoa- 

HBMMOV, Aehii.1.11, I^atroglds, Msnelaus, Ultssbs, 

NasToa, and atheri. 

ji^a. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair. 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the bead of the great combatant. 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax, Thou, trumpet, there's my ptine. 
Ifow crack tfaylnngs, and split thy braien pipe : 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek* 
Out^swell the colic of puff'd Aqnllon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, aod let thy eyes spout blaoA v 
Thou blow'st for Hector. ITmmJiet tounm. 

Ulysa. No trumpet answers. ''' 




Achil. 'TU but early days. 

Aga. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchaa* daughter ? 

Ulyaa, 'Tis ne, 1 ken the manner of hia gait ; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of hia 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomed, with Crbssioa. 

jiga. Is this the lady Cressid ? 

Dio, Even she. 

Aga. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet lady. 

JvcMt, Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

Ulyas, Yet is the kindness but particular ; 
*Twere better, she were kiss'd in general. 

JVest. And very courtly counsel : I'll begin.— 
So much for Nestor. 

Mhii. I'll take that winter from your lips, lair lady : 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Fatr. But tluit's no argument for kissing now : 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment ; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 

Ulyaa, O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns \ 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patr, The first was Menelaus' kiss ;— -this, mine : 
Patroclus kisses you. 

Men. O, this is trim ! 

jPatr. Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him. 

Men, I'll have my kiss, sir :— >Lady, by your leave. 

Crea. In kissing, do you render or receive f 

Patr. Both take and give.s 

Crea. I'll make my match to live.^ 
The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 

Ci-ea. You are an odd man ; give even, or give non& 

Men. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 

Crea. No, Paris is not ; for, you know, 'tis troe» 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o'the head. 

Crea, No, I'll be sworn. 

Ulyaa. It were no match, jrour nail against his horn.«- 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you i 

Crea. You may. 

Cil This speech should rather be given to MonclMU. TyftWHiTT. 

C6I I vill auke^tock banptlns as I niiiT live by* sadi M suit briM mt 
I^ofit, thereflMv wiU not take a worse ki8« than I give. JOHiiS. 
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Ulya. I do detire it. 

Cre%. Why, beg then. 

Ulys: Why then, for Venaa' sake, give me a kiss, 
'When Helen is a maid ag^in, and his. 

Crea. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. 

Ulysa. Never*8 my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dto. Lady, a word ;— I'll bring you to your father. 

[DioMEj) lead% out CressidX. 

•Vm/. a -woman of quick sense. 

Ulyss, Fie, fie upon her ! 
There's language m her eye, her cheek, her lip. 
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes, * 
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
Tor sluttish spoils of opportunity >* 
And daughters of the game. ITrumfiet withit^, 

jflL The Trojans' trumpet. 

./#^a. Yonder -comes the trogp. 

Smer HKXiT^Rg armed ; ifiNiAS, TaoiLuSy^Hu/oMfr lyofans, 

v)ith AttendanU. 

Mne, Hail, all the state of Greece ! What shall be done 
To htm that victory commands ^ Or do you purpose, 
A Tictor shall be known ? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other ; or shall they be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? , 

Hector bade ask. 

Jga. Which way would Hector have it f 

Jinf, He cares not, hell obey conditions. 

AchiL 'TIS done life Hector ; but securely done, ' 
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos'd. 

JEne. If not Achilles, sir. 
What it ytur name } 

Aehil. If not Achilles, nothin|^. 

JEne. Therefore Achilles: But,whate'er,knowthi8;«- 
In the extremity 6f great and litt le. 

(83 A cfusting wcIchm it a conciliatory welcome ; that nakct illent ai. 
vamcis before tniB tongue hat ottered a'woni M AL . 
[93 Cormnt wcnchet^ of wboee chastity tvtry opportouity may •^^r jt 

Ci3 In the, ■emWthe Ladii» letmrus^seatnu adrntium i€ ktU; omhd xf. 
-' ^MK«. An^Ifent icairity arising flrom a coMonpt of tbt ol^ce»«r^^ 

i\ VOL. VII. 
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Valour and pride excel themselves hi'Hectmr'; 
The one almost as infinite as all. 
The dther blank as nothing.-* Weigh faim\weU> 
And that, which looks like pride, is coartesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hectof^s blood : 
In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to ^eek 
This blended knight, half Trcjan, and half Greek. 
jlchiL A maiden battle then ^— O, I perceire ytm. 

Re-enter Diomed. 

jiga. Here is sir Diomed : — Go, gentle knight* 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord ^neas 
Consent upon the order of their fight, 
So be it ; either to the uttermost. 
Or else a breath : the combatants being kin. 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begto. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the lUt^, 

Uly88, They are opposM already. 

jiga. What Trojan is that sam« that looks so heavy-/ 

Ulyaai The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word ; 

5>eakiflg in deeds, and deedless in his tongve ; 
ot soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what he has, be gives, what thinks, he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breftth :^ 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects ;^ but he, in heat of action. 
Is more vindicative than jealous love : 
They call him TroUus ; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says ^neas ; one that knows the yootk 
Even to his inches, and, with private soul, 
Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

[jilarum, Hect ok ^nd A fAxJight^ 
jjga. They are in action. ^ 

123 Shakspcare't thought !• not exactly dedoeed. Nicety of evprenion b 
not bis character. The meaning it plain : * < Valour (sayi Eneas*) is in Hector 
greater than valour in other men, and nride in Hector is less tnan pride in 
other men. So that Hector Is distinguished by the excellence of havkw 
Uride less thairother pride* and valour more than other valour." jaHN& 

[3] .A tho|ight unsuitable to the dignity of his character. Uris word I 
should have <^nged to impure, were I not overpowered oy the anaailiiitf 
L. «f the editors, and concurrence of the old copies. JOHNS. 

M SN*«rriiM-Tield», Kivet way. JOHNS. 
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JSTeat. Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 

Tro. Hector* thou sleep'st ; 
Awake thee ! 

Jtga, His blows are we(l disposed :— there, Ajax ! 

Dio, You must no more. [Trumtieta ceasf^ 

^ne. Princes, enough, so please yx>u. 

AjcLX* I am not warm yet, let us light again* 

Dio, As Hector pleases. 

Hctt, Why then, I will no more :— 
Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin*german to great Priam's seed ; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation twixt us twain : 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so. 
That thou couldst say — Thia^and is Grecian all. 
And this is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All Greeks and this all Troy ; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter chefk, and this sinister 
Bounds'in my father's ; by Jove muUipotent, 
Thou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay. 
That any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother, 
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 
By him that thunders, thou has> lusty arms ; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 
Cot^sin, all honour to thee ! 

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector : 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable,^ 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st O yes 
Cries, This is he,) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

JEne, There is expectance here from both the sides, 
What further you will do. 

Hect, We'll answer it ; 
The issue is embracement :— >Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax, If I might in entreaties find success, 
(As seld I have the chance,) I would desire 

[cj My opinion is* that by Neoptolcmus^the author meant Acliilles himself; 
andTremcauiering that the son was Pyrrhas Neopcolemas* considered Neojp> 
cotanms as the %anm gentiiitiumt and thought the fiithcr was likewise Achil- 
les Ncoptoiemw. JOHNS. 



My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio, 'Tis Agamemnon's wish : and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

Hect, ^neas, call my brother Troiius to me : 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part ; 
Desire them home.— Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 
I -will go eat with thee, and see your knights.^ 

Ajax, Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Hect, The worthiest of them tell me name by name \ 
But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Aga, Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 
But that's no welcome : Understand more clear. 
What's past, and what's to come, is strew'd with hqsl^s 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity. 
From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect, I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 

AgaMy well-fam'd lord of Troy, no less toyou.[ZbTao. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting ; 
-^You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Hect, Whom must we answer f 

Men, The noble Menelaus. 

Hect, O you, my lord ^ by Mars his gauntlet, thanks ! 
Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath ; 
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove : 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men, Name her not now, sir ; she's a deadly theme; 
- Hect. O, pardon ; I offend. 

^/eat. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I have seen thee, 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 

[6] The MTOrd knight, 2a often as it occurs, is sare to bring with it the idea 
of chivalry, and reaves the memory of Amadis and his fantastic followers, 
rather than that of the mighty confederates who fouKfat on either side in 
the Trojan war, 1 wish that egues vadarmiger could have been rendered by 
any other words than knight and squire, Mr. Pope, in kis translation of the 
Iliad, is very liberal of the latter: , 

" All bright in heavenly arms above hit squire 
Achilles mounts, and sets the field on fire.'* Sec STEEV. 
' These knights, to the amount of about tfpo hundred thousand* (for there 
were not less in both armies,) Shakspeare found# with all tb« appendages o€ 
chivalry, in The Three Oeitriictions of Troy. MAI*. 



Despising many forfeits and subc^ueiaents. 

When Uiou b4st bvu;ig thy advanced sword i*the a,ir,. 

Not letting it decline on the decline ; 

That I have said to some miy standers-by^ 

JLni Jupiter ia yonder^ dealings life / 

And 1 have seen thee pause, and take t^y br^tb^ 

When that a ring of >G reeks "have hemm'd thee ip» 

Like an Olympian wrestling : This have I seen ; 

But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steeU ■ 

I never saw till now. I knew thy granydsire. 

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good y 

But, by great Mars, the captain of qs all. 

Never like thee : Let an old man embrace the? ; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tentSk 

jEne, 'Tis the old Nestor. 

Hect, Lot me embrace thee, good old chronicW, 
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time :— » 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

J^e9t, I would, my arms could match thee la contentions^ 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Hect, I would they could. 

JSTeat. Ha ! 
By this white beard, Td fight with thee lo-morrew^ 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time— 

Ulyaa, I wonder now how yonder city stands. 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect, I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead. 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyas., Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue : 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town. 
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do bU^ the clouds,^ 
Must kis& their own feet. 

Hect, I must not believe you : 
There they stand yet ; and modestly I think. 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all ; 
And that old common arbitrator, time, 
Will one day end it. 

r?] Oion, according to Shakspeare's aathority* was the name of Priam's 
fmaciti ** that was one of the richest and strongest that ever was in the world. 
And it was of hei^ 500 paces, besides the height of the tonuen, whereof 
tltfPe was great plenty, and so high sks that it seemed to them that saw them 
from farrziihey rtkught up unto the heavtn," Deitntction of Tro7,B.IL MAX.- 

21-* youviu 
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Ulysa, So to him we leave it. 
Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

AchiL I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thoa ! *— 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; * 
I have with exact view penis'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Hect, Is this Achilles } 

AchiL I am Achilles. 

Hect, Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 

jichiL Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay, I have done already. 

AchiL Thoa art too brief ; I will the second time. 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect, O, like a book of sport thou'lt read me o'er ; 
But there's more in me than thou*understand'st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye i 

Achil, Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I destroy him } whether there, there, or there ^ 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens ! 

Hect, It would discredit the bless'd gods, proud many 
To answer such a question : Stand again : 
Think'st thou to catch my life so pleasantly. 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture. 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

JichiL I tell thee, yea. 

Hect, Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well ; 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm,^ 
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o*er,— 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 
His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words, 
Or may I never 

Ajax, Do not chafe thee, pmisin ;— 
And you, Achilles, let these threats alone. 
Till accident, or purpose, bring you to't : 

•>. I ■ I .III I I 11 I I iy^— »»— ^-^^— ^M^ 

to Should we not ^ead* thmth ? Notwithstandlnjir jroa have invited Bee* 
tor to your tent, I shall draw htm first to mine. TYRWHITT.— ->rAMi/ wat 
anciently used by one who meant to insolt another. Perhaps die sewn of A* 
cUUes arose from the supposiiion that Ulysses designed to repment hiasclf 
as the person next in rank and conacqoence to Agamenmon. STEEV. 
f al TbThint Sbr thb scene of altercatkm is taken from LydnSs, fnfr. ' 
1^2 A ffi^h i» tt «ivU« a ai^y a saritb'idki^ STEEV. 
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Too' majr have every day ehoagfa oMiector, 
If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hcct, I pray you, let us see you in the field ; 
We have had pelting wars, since you refus'd 
The Grecians^ cause. 

AchiL Dost thou entreat me. Hector I 
To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death ; 
To-ntght, all friends. 

Hect. Thy hand upon that match. 

A^Q* First, all you peen of Grreece, go to my tent ;. 
There in the full convive we ; afterwanls. 
As Hector's leisure and your boonties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him.— 
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow» 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

\^Exe. all but Troi. and Ultsses, 

Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep f 

UlysM. At Menelaus* tent, most princely Troilus : 
There Dtomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth. 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so macA", 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent» 
To bring me thither t 

Uiysa. You shall command me, sir. 
As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Cressida in Troy f Had she no lover there 
That wails her absence t 

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their scars> 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord f 
She was belov'd, she lov'd ; she is, and doth : 
But, stiU, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. {Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE 1.— 7%f Grecian Camp. Before Acrillbi' Tent^ 
Enter Achilles and Paiiroclus. * 

Achil. I'LL heat his blood with Greekish wine to-nighl^ 
Which^with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow.-^ 
Patroclos, let us feast him to the height. 

/'«ir. Here Cornell Thenites. ^ 



Miuer Tbuisxtm. 

^chiL How now, thou core of envy ? 
Thou crusty batch of natnre,^ what's the news ? 

Ther, Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and 
idol of idiot- worshippers, here's a letter for thee. 

AchiL From whence, fragment i 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fboU from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Pa^r.Well said. Adversity ! and what need these tricks? 

Ther, Pr'ythee be silent, boy ; I profit not by thy 
talk : thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Fair, Male varlet, you rogue ! what's that f 

Ther, Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten 
diseases of the south, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o'gravel i'the back, lethargies, cold palsies,' raw 
eyes» dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders fiiU of 
imposthume, sciatacas, lime-kilns i*the palm, incurable 
bone-acb, and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take 
and take again such preposterous discoveries ! 

Pair, Wny, thou damnable box of envy, thou, what 
meanest thou to curse thus i 

Ther, Do I curse thee i 

Patr, Why, no, you ruinous butt ;« you whoresoa 
indistinguishable cur, no.? 

Ther. No ? why art thou then exasperate, thou Idle 
immaterial skein of sleive silk, > thou green sarcenet flap 
for a sore eye, thou tassal of a prodigars purse, thou i 
Ah, how the poor world is pestered with such water- 
iiies ; diminutives of nature ! 

Patr, Out, gall ! » 

Ther, Finch egg ! 

Achil, My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 

C4} Bj/c/t—all that is baked at one time, without heating the oven afresh; 
Tberaites has already been called cobloaf. STEEV. 

[O This catalogue (^ loathsome maladies ends in the folio at cotdjMlsies, 
This passage4» it stands^is in the quarto : the retrenchment was, in my opin- 
ion, judicioas. It may be remarked, though it proves nothing, that, of die 
lew alterations made by Milton in the second eaition of his wonderfolpoen* 
one was, an enlargement of the enumeration of diseases. JOHNS. 

• [63 Patroclns reproaches Thersites w»th deformity, with having one part 
erouded into another. JOHNS. 

[7] i. e. thoa cur of an ondeterrainate ah2^>e. STEEV. 

[8] All the terms used by lliersites of Patroclns, are anblemattcaUy Oh 
pressive of ftexibility, compUanoe, and mean officlootness. JOHNS. 

[9] SlrT.Hanroer reads. nuZ-gall ; it has already apfQared»tbilk< 
thought the nut-gall the bitter gaU. He it called tm$, fKm dhe < 
of hia form ; bat both the copiet rttA, Out gafl l lOimS. 
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Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 
A token from her daughter, my fair love ; ' 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it : 
Fall, Greeks ; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay ; 
My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.-» 
Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent jr 
This night in banqueting must all be spent.—* 
Away, Patroclus. lExeunt Achil. awrf Patrv 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, these 
two may run mad ; but if with too much brain, and too 
little blood,, they do, I'll be a curer of madmen. Here's 
Agamemnon,— an honest fellow enough, and one that 
loves quails ; but he has not so much-brain as ear-wax t 
And the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his 
brother, the bull, — the primitive statue, and oblique me- 
morial of cuckolds ; a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, 
hanging at his brother's leg, — to what form, but that he 
is; should wit larded with malice, and malice forced 
with wit, turn him to f* To an ass, were nothing; he is 
both ass and ox : to an ox were nothing ; he is both ox 
and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a. 
lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I. 
would not care : but to be Menelaus, — I would conspire 
against destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were 
not Thersites ; for I care not to be the louse of a lazar, 
80 1 were not Menelaus.— -Hey-day ! spirits and fires !^ 

JEnter Hector, Trqilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, ULYSSESy^ 
Nestok, Menelaus, and Diomed, vjtth lights. 

ji^a. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax, No, yonder 'tis ; 
There, where we see the lights. 
Hect^ I trouble you. 
jljax. No, not a whit. 

Enter Achilles. 
Uiysa, Here comes himself to guide you. 
.^cA/Z.Welcome, brave Hector ; — welcome,princes all. 
jiga. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night. 
Ajax cQnamands the guard to tend on you. 

H ect, Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks' general. 

Z\l This Circumstance U from tbt Three Destnictions of Troy. HANM. 

[23 Stoftd with wit. A term in cookery, lathis speech I do not well nn- 
derstandwhat if meantby Ivoing quails. JOH.— By loving ffi«ai75 the poet may 
mean loving the company of harlots. A quaii is remarkaUy salacious. ST£. 

C$ tills Thcr^tet ipcski npon the flnt sight of the distaot.Ughts, ]PH» 
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Mien, Good night, xny lord. 

Hect, Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

Ther. Sweet draught : Sweet, quoth 'a ! aweet ^nk^ 
sweet sewer. 

jlchiL Good night. 
And welcome, both to those that go, or tarry. 

Jiga. Grood night. \^Exe. Ac am. and Mrnsl. 

jSchil. Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed^ 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, loi'd ; I have important business* 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great Hector. 

Hecf. Give me your hand. 

Uiyaa, Follow his torch, he goes 
ToCalchas'tent ; 1*11 keep you company. {AMe to Tso. 

TVo. Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Hect, And so, good night \^ExU Diombd ; Ultssbb 

and TuoihV s/bliowing. 

»4cAU, Come, come, enter my tent. [^jp^.Achillks, 

Hector, Ajax, andKssTOR. 

Ther. That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogue, a 
ittoat unjust knave ; I will no more trust him when he 
leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : he will spend 
his mouth, and promise, like Brabler the hound ;^ but 
when he performs, astronomers foretell it ; it is prodig- 
ious, there will come some change ; the sun borrows of 
the moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I will rather 
leave to see Hector, than not to dog him : they say, he 
keeps arTrojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchaa' tent : 
111 after.«— Nothing but lechery ! all incontinent varlets f 

lExU. 

SCENE 11. 

The 9ame, Before Calcbas' Tent. Enter Dzomboss. 

^ Dio. What are you up here, ho ? speak. 
CaL [ WithinJ^ Who calls ? 
Dio, Diomed. — Calchas, 1 think.— Where*s your 

daughter i 
Cat. {Within.'] She comes to you. 

Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a dietance ; after tkdm Tsxnr 

SXTBS. - 

UfyM^ Stand where the torch may not discover vs. 

Enter Crbssxoa. 
TVa. Cressid come forth to him ! 



T/l} If a hound gives his mouth, and Is not npon the aee^t oC thf IMMb bo 



jira^.r. tAoisto and cressxba. ^9 

Bio, How now, my charge ? 

Crea, Now, my sweet guardian !— Hark ! ft word with 
■you. [ WhiefierM. 

Tro, Yea, so familiar ! 
Ulyas. She will sing any man at first sight. 
Ther. And any man may sing her» if he can take )llf^ 
cliff ; she's noted. 

Dio. Will joa remember t 
Crea. Remember f yes. 
Dio, Nay, but do then ; 
And let your mind be coupled with your words. 
Tro. What should she remember t 
Ulyaa. List ! 

Crea. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no nrare tafblly. 
Ther. Roguery ! 
.Dio, Nay,thenj— 
X>rea, PU tell you what : — 

Dio. Pho ! pho ! come, tell a pin : You are forsworOd— 
Crea. In faith, I cannot : What would you' have me do ? 
Ther. A juggling triok, to be— secretly open. 
Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on me ^ 
Crea* I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 
Dio. Good night. 
Tro. Hold, patience ! 
Ulyaa. How now, Trojan } 
Crea. Diomed, 

Dio. No, no, good night : 111 be your fool no more. 
Tro. Thy better must. 
Crea. Hark ! one word in your ear. 
Tro. O plague and madness ! 

Ulya. You are mov'd, prince ; let us depart,! pray yon> 
Lest your displeasure ^ould enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 
Tro. Behold, I pray you ! 
Ulyaa. Now, good my lord, go off : 
You flow to great destruction ;< come, my. lord. 
Tro. I pr7thce, stay. 
Ulyaa. Yon have not patience ; come. 
Tro. I pray you, stay ; by hell, and all helPs torments, 
1 wiU not speak a word. 
Dio. And so, good night. 
Crea. Nay, but you part in anger. 

^pToor impetaoticy !• lodi ts nittCiiMcuarUf ^qiMe f«»to 




^O TA«ILV8 AND CEXSilBA. JtCIt jr. 

Tro. Doth that grieve thee f 

wither 'd troth ! 

Uly89, Why, how now, lord ? 
Tro, By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Cres. Guardian !— why, Greek 1 

Dio, Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter. 

Crea. In faith, I do not ; <:ome hither once again. 

Ulyaa, You shake, my lord, at eomething ; will yon go? 
You will break out 

Tro. She strokes his cheek ! 

Ulyaa. Come, come. 

7Vo. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will not speak a word : ' 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience : — stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat romp, and 
potatoe finger, 6 tickles these together ! Fry, lechery, fry! 

JDio. But will you then ? 

Crea. In faith, I will, la ; never trust me else. 

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it., 

Crea. Ill fetch you one. [Exit^ 

Ulyaa. You have sworn patience. 

Tro, Fear me not, my lord ; . 
I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel ; I am all patience. 

Re-enter Ckessij) A. 

IVier. Now the pledge ; now, now, now r 

Crea, Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. O beauty ! where's thy faith ? 

Ulyaa. My lord, 

Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly T will. 

Crea. You look upon that sleeve ; Behold it welL-» 
He loved me»0 false wenth !— Give't me again. 

Dio. Who was^ f 

Crea. No matter, nowl havef*t again. 
I will not meet with you to-morrow night : 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens ;— Well said, whetstone. 

JDio. I shall have it. '^^ 

Crea. What, this ? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Crea, O, all you gods !— O pretty pretty pledged 1 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 

fS3 Potattes were ancientHr regtrded as proroettivcti. STESV. 
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And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, 

As I kiss thee.— Nay, do not snatch it from me ; 

He, that takes that, must take my hear^ withal. 

/)to. I had your heart before, this follows it. 

Tro, I did swear patience. ^ 

CreaJVoM shall not have it,Diomed ; *faitn you shall not; 
1*11 give you something else. 

Dio. I will have this ; Whose was it f 

Crea. 'Tis no matter. 

JDio, Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. 'Twas one's that loved me better than you will. 
Bot, now you have it, take it. 

Dio, Whose was it i 

Cres. By all Diana's waiting- women yonder,* 
And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
'And grieve his spirit, that dares not challenge it. 

Tro, Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy horn. 
It should be challeng*d. 

Cres, Well,well, 'tis done, 'tis past;— And yet it is not; 
' %I will n6t keep my word. 

Dio, Why then, farewell ; 
Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cre9, You shall not go :•— One cannot speak a word. 
But it straight starts you. 
^ Dio, I do not like this fooling. 

Ther, Nor I, by Pluto : but that that likes not you, 
pleases me best. 

Dio, What, shall I come ^ The hour ? 
1^ Crea, if, come :— O Jove !— 
t Do come :— I shall be pla^'d. 

Dio, Farewell till then. 

Crea, Goodnight. I pr'ythee, come.— [JRjHt Dig. 
Troilus, farewell 1 one eye yet looks on thee ; 
But with my heart the other eye doth see. 
Ah ! poor our sex ! this fault in us I find. 
The error of our eye directs our mind : 
What error leads, must err ; O then conclude, 
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit, 
* Ther, A proof of strength she could not publish more. 
Unless she said, My mind is now tum'd wnore. 

Ulyaa, All's done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulyaa, Why stav we then ? 

(83 i. e. the •%»}[% which the points tA. WARA 
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7Vo. To make a recordation to niy aonl 
Of eveiT syllable that here was spoke*' 
But, if I tell how these two did co-act» 
.Shall I not lie in publishiog a truth ? 
■Sith yet there is acredence in my hearty /- 

An esperance so obstinately strong. 
That doth invert the attest of eyes aikl ears ; 
As if those organs had deceplioiis ftinctioA8« 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here i 

Ulysa. I cannot conjure, Trojan.* 
7Vo. She was not sure. 

Ulya9. Most sure she was. ■*• 

Tro, Why, m^ negation hath no taste i»C madifess. 
Ulyss, Nor mme, my lord : Cressid was here but wM* 
Tro, Let U not be believ'd for womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critioks— apt, without a theme. 
For depravation,— to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

Uiy»8, What hath she done, prince, that«an%oil ouf^^ ^ 

mothers ? 
Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she* 
Ther. Will he swagger himself -out on*li own eyef^ 
Tro. This she > no, this is Diomed's Cresiida^ i 

If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; , 

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony. 
It sanctimony be the gods' delight, ^ 

If there be rule in -unity itself, ^ 

This was not she. O madness of discourse, *'^ i4 

That cause sets up with and against itself ! 
Bi-fold authority !' where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without reVoH ;' this is, and is not, Cressid ! 
Within <my sou) there doth commence a fight 
Of this strange nature, that a thiqg inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sk^ and ei^rth ; * 

And yet the spacious breadth of this di^isioa 
Admits ne orifice i&r a point, as^subtle 
As is Arachiie's broken woof, to enter. 
Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ; 

X8] I cannot raise spirits in the form efCreitida. JOHNS. 

{9] There is madness in that disoaisition in which a man rea MM at once 
iCor and against himself upon aothorhy which he knows not to he TalUL JOB. 

£\^ The wotds loss and perdition arc used in their coaunoa scute* iNit thQT 
xnean the toss orjicrdition ofttittoiite JOHNa 
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^Creuid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
Instance, O instance ? strong; as heaven itself; 
The bonds of heaven are slipped, dissolv'd, and )oos*d ; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, » 
The fractions of her faith, orts of her love. 
The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques 
Of her o'er-eaten faith,* are bound to Dioroed. 

Uly99% May worthy Troilas be half attach'd 
With that which here his passion doth express ^ 

7Va. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged welt- 
In- characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul. 
Hark, Greek ; — As much as I do Cressid love, 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 
' That sleeve is mine, that he*ll bear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque compos'd by Vulcan's skill. 
My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spput^ 
Which shiproen do the hurricane call, 
Constring'a in mass by the aln^ighty sun, 
r Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther, He'll tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro. O Cressid ! O false Cressid ! false, felse, folse f 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name. 
And they'll seem j;lorious. 

Ulyss, O, contam yourself ; 
Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter Mveas. 

JEne. I have been seeking yon this hour, my lord : 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro, Have with you, prince :— My courteous lord,adlei} : 
—Farewell, revolted fair !— and, Diomed, 
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyaa. I'll bring you to the gates. 

TVo. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, ^neas, and Ultsses 

Ther, *Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed ! I 
would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would bode. 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence 

[3} A knot tied bf g!via(( lier lund co Diomed. JOHNS . 

(3] Vows which the has already swaIlow«d MMe over. Wc ftUll WJ •€ a 
^- WOilcMiiuKii ^t he haa «' eaten hU words.'^ JOHNS. 
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of this whore : the parrot will do no more for an al- 
mond, than he for a commodious drab. Lechery* lech- 
ery ; still, wars and lechery ; Dothing else holds lashion : 
A burning devil take them ! ^Exit. 

SCENE III. 
TVoy. Before Priam'« Palace. Enter Hsctor and Andko- 

MACBB. 

And, When was my lord so much ungently tempered, 
To stop his ears against admonishment ^ 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hect, You train me to offend you ; get you in : 
By all the everlasting gods. Til go. 

And, My dreams will, sure, prove ominoas to the day. 

Hcct. No more, I say. 

Enter Cassandra. 

Gg8, Where Is my brother Hector i 

And, Here, sister ; arm'd, and bloody in intent : 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 
Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream'd 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter*. 

Cas. O, it is true. 

Hect, Ho ! bid my trumpet sound ! 

Caa. No notes of sally, fur the heavens, sweet brother. 

Hect. Begone, I say ; the gods have heard me swear. 

Ca9, The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows ; 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr*d 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And, O ! be persuaded : Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just : it is as lawful, 
For we would give much, to use violent thefts,^ 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Caa, It is the purpose, that makes strong the vow-;' 
But vows to every purpose, must not hold ; 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hect, Hold you still, I say ; 
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man* 

C4I i.e. to ose violent thefts^ became we would give much. TYRWHITT. 

C5] The mad prophetess speaks here with 9II the coolness of a skilfiU csuo- 
ist. " The essence of a lawml vow is a lawfol porpoec* and the vow ef whidi 
the end is wrong mast not be regarded at cofent.*' JOHNS* 

C6] OMf-VBlaaUe. JOHNS. 






Holds honour far more precious-dear than life.— 

Enter Troilus, 
How now, young man f mean'st thou to fight to-day \ 

And, Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[JSjcf/ Cassakdaa. 

Hect, No»'faith,youngTroilus; doff thy harDess,yottth, 
I am to-day i'the vein of chivalry : 
L^ grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
I'll stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

TVo. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion, than a man.^ 

Hect, What vice is that, good Troilus ? chide me for it. 

TVo. WhiSn many times the captive Grecians fall. 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword. 
You bid them rise, and live.* 

Hect, O, 'tis fair play. 

TVo. Fool's play, by heaven. Hector. 

Hect, How now ? how now \ 

Tro. For the love of all the gods. 
Let's leave this hermit pity with our mother ; 
And when we have our armours buckled on. 
The venom 'd vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth* 

Hect, Fie, savage, fie ! 

TVo. Hector, then 'tis wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

Tro, Who should withhold me ? 
JKot iate, o&dience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
"Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ;^ 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way, 

[7] The traditions and stories of the darker ages abounded trith examples 
of the lion's generosity. Upon the supposition that these acts of demency 
were true, Troilus reasons not improperly^that to spare against reason, by 
mere instinct of pity, became rather a generous beast tlan a wise man. JOU, 

[81 Shakspeare seems not to have studied the Homeric character of Hec- 
tor, whose disposition was by no means tnclined to clemency, as we may 
learn from Andromache's speedbi in the 2^ Iliad : 

** For thy stem father never spar'd a foe." Pop9* 

" Thy father, boy, bore never into fight 

K milky mind,— ** Cowpert- STEEV. 

(93 Tears that co&tinu« to coarte one anotber down the facd WARfi*^ 
22* YOL. YIX. 
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But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, ti^trA Priam. 

C(M. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast : 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 
Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back : 
Thy wife hath dream 'd ; thy mother hath had visioas ; 
Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt. 
To tell thee — that this day is ommous : 
Therefore, come back. 

Hect, ^neas is a-field ; 
And I do stand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

PrL But thou shalt not go. 

Hect. I must not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir, 
Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Caa, O Priam, yield not to him. 

.4nd, Do not, dear father. 

Hect, Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. ^Exit Andro. 

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cas, O farewell, dear Hector. 
Ijook, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns pale ! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ) 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out I 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth i 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement. 
Like witless anticks, one another meet. 
And all cry — Hector f Hector's dead ! O Hector ! 

Tro. Away ! — Away I — 

Ca9. Farewell.— Yet, soft >-Hector, 1 take my leave : 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit* 

Hect. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim : 
Go in, and cheer the town : we'll forth, and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 

PH, Farewell : the gods with safety stand about thee ? 
^Exeunt severally Pri. and Hbct. Alarums. 
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TVs. Ther »» At it ; hftrk ■ Proud Diomed, believe, 
Icome tolme my arm. or win my sleeve.' -' 



Pan. Here's a letter from yon' poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreson ptisick.a wlioreson rascally ptisick so 
troubtea me, and Che foolish fortune of Lhis girl ; and 
^at one thing.^wbat another, that I shall leave you one 
oThesedays; rindlhave arheum in mineeyea too*; and 
aach an tche in my bones, that, unless a man ' were 
cursed, I caunot tell what to think on't.— What says she 
there i 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from the 

heart ; [Tearing the letter. , 

The efiect doth operate another way. — 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together. — 
My love with words and errors still she feeds ; 
But edifies another with her deeds. [Exeunt teverally. 

SCENE IV. 

: Excartiaia 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another; 
I'll go look on. That dissembling atraminable varlet, 
Diomed, has got that same scurvy, doting, foolish young 
knave's sleeve of Troy there, in his helm : 1 would fain 
see them meet ; that that saine young Trojan ass, that 

|i] In the laliM.uid«icorilKqBrta.ilui)«nei>C0Bi1niKd by ihtM- 
in^in«ill>insi» hrtvtdi Pudu-uand TcoiJu, whicb dwpHt urt^lf 
inimcdat >lic end of the fitj. wlurc ttit ibrte ooclg. 
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lov«f ttie whore there, night tend that Greekish whore-, 
maiterly ^llam, with the sleeve, back to the dissembUag 
laKurioas drab* on a sleeveless erradfd. O'the other aide* 
The policy of those crafty swearing rascals, — that stale old 
mouse-eaten dry cheese, Nestor ; and that same dog-fox, 
Ulysses,— is not proved worth a black-berry. ^— They aet 
.me op, in policy, -lliat mongrel car, Ajax, a^nst that 
dog of as bad a kind, Achilles : and now ts the car 
Ajax proader than the cur Achilles, and will not arm 
to-day ; whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim bar- 
barism,' and policy grows into an ill opinion. ^ 
Soft l^ere come sleeve, and t'other. ■ -••^ . w 

Enter Di omedes^Tkoilvs /oUofoing. 
TVo, Fly not ; for, shouldst thou take the river Styx, 
I would swim after. 

JDio, Thou dost miscall retire : 
I do not fly ; but advantageous care 
* Withdrew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee ! ,- 

Ther. .Hold thy whore, Grecian ! Now for thy whorty 
Trojan !— now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 

lExe. Troi. ancLDiOM.Jighting, 

Enter Hector, 

Hect, What art thou, Greek i art thou {pr Hector's 
match ? . 
Art thou of blood, and honour i 

Ther, No, no : — I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing knave ; 
a very filthy rogue. 

Hect. I do believe thee : — live. [Exit* 

Ther, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; Bat 
a plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! What^ be- 
come of the wenching rogues } 1 think, they have swal- 
lowed one another : I would laugh at that miracle. Vet, 
in a «ort, lechery eats itself. I'll seek them. [Exit, 

SCENE V. 
The same. Enter Diombses and a Senutni. 

Dio, Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilos' horse. ; 
Present the fair steed tp my lady Cressid : 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 
Tell her, I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 

Serv, I go, ray lord. [Exit* 

[2] To set up the anthority of ifmonuicc, to dedsre filuit dicy will U fO^ 
erfied^/poliej no looser. JOHNS. 
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v: . Enter Agamemnon. 

Aga, Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamua *^ 

Hatti l»eat down Menon : bastard Margarelon 

Hath Doreus prisoner ; 
^ And stands colossus- wise, waving his beam, 3 
'•Upon the pashed corses of the kings* ^ T^, 

Epistrophas and Cedius : Polyxenes is slain ; 

Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadlv hart ; 

Patroclus ta'en, or slain ; and Palamedes 

Sore hart and bruis'd : the dreadful S^gittary' 

ifluupals our numbers ; haste we, Diomed, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

JW«/. Go, bear Patroclus* body to Achilles ; 
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame.— 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horse, 
And there lacks work ; anon, he's there afoot» 
And there they fty, or die, like scaled sculls* 
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder. 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge» 
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath : 
Here, there« and every where, he leaves, and takes i 
Dexterity so obeying appetite. 
That what he will, he does ; and does so much, 
That proof is call*d impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulyas. O, courage, courage, princes ! great AchillM 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus^ wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood, 
Togej^er with his mangled Myrmidons, 

[3] His lance like a weaver's beam, as Goliath's spear is described. STKE. 
C43^PaiAetf— bruised, crashed. STEEV. 

[p " Beyonde the royalme of Amasonne came an anncyent kynge, wyse 
andrd3r8creete, named £p3r«trophas« and brooght a M- knyghtes, and a met* 
vaylloase beste that was called Sagittayre* that behynde the rovddes was an 
korscand to fore# a man : this beste was heery like ahorse, and had his eyen 
rede like a oole, and shotte well with a bowe : this beste made the Crekessore 
aferde* and slevj many of them luith his k(me" Three Destructions of Troy. 

THEO. 

C6] Scti//5— great numbers of fishes swioHning together. Scaled means here - 

dispersed, pat «o Bicht. STEEV. Sculls »nd shoals have not only one and 

the same meaning, bat are actuailv, or at least originally, one and the same 
word. A scull of herrings (and it is to thdse fish that the speaker alludes) so 
termed oa the coast oT Norfolk and^offelk, is etoewhere called a shoaL 

RITSON. 
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That noselete, handlcssjiack'd and dupp'd.come to him, 

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a mend* 
'•lind foams at tDoutb» and he is armM* and at It, 

Hoaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-dajr 

Mad and fantastic execution ; 
• Engaging and redeeming of himself, i 

^With such a careless force, and forceless car^. 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunnings 

Bade him win all. 

■ 

Mnter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus f thou coward TroiluB ! \Exip. 

J)io, Ay, there, there. 

A>«r. So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

MhiL Where is this Hector ? ^ 

Come, come, thou boy-queller,f show thy face ; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector ! wbere*s Hector f I will none but Hector. 






SCENE VI. 
Another JPlart tfihe Field, JSrOer AjAX. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head t 

Enter DiOM edes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus f 
^<ix. What would'st thou } 
JDio. I would correct him. 
S Ajax. Were I the general,thou sboold'st havemy office, 

\p Ere that correction :•— TroUu8» I say ! wbat* Tro^os ! 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro, O traitor Diomed ! — turn thy false £acet thoo 
^ traitor, 

9!r «. Aud pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse ! 

"^ Jbh, H» ! art thou there ^ . . 

jiiax, ril fight with him alone : "stand, Diomed. 
MO. He is my prise, I will not look upon. 
i. V Tro. Come both^ you cogging Greeks ; have at yea 

botk. [Exnmu Jigf^ing 

m 

'^ C/] 9^'piUn, i. e. affdcrvr «r » toy. STjBET, 






Enter Hbctor. 



. Enter AcatLLES. '' 

^ehiL Now da I kc thee : Ha !— 'have at thee, Hectdt. 

Jleet. Pause, if thou wilt. 

AehiL I do dwdatn thjr coartes]r, proud Trqias. 
Be bappf, that ray arms are out (^ use : , 

M^ rest «ad negligence befriciHl thee now. 
But thou anoo shah bear of me again ; -i 

Til! whe», c° Kek thy fortune. lEaBk. 

Hect. Fare thee wrll :— 
I wonld have been much ««re a ftviher man, 
Had I expected thee.— How ne>w, my brother f 

« Reenter TroIlus, 

TVo. Ajax hath ta'en ^neas : Sh^ it he f 
Xo, by the flame of ponder glorious tiaaven,' 
Be ihall not cany hiiti ; I'll be taken too, ** * 

Or bring him oK^— Fate, hear ine what I say ! it 

I reck not though thoo end my life to-day, [Exit. V ■♦ 

Enter one in tumfituou» armour. • 

^ Sieet. Stand, aUnd, thou Greek ; tboa art a goodly '» 
mark ;— 
Ko t wjjt tbou not ?— I like thy armour well :* 



iiiluih!(tiii1edath(hFW,"&c. iTEEV. 

•• in Mt while ■ OrrktehWicliciint^ 

T^^hich ia (Qihc dd big cow'umiDDrT 
Embroudcd bad full nuinr ryd» HOIK, 
That give t lyghL. whrn Ihe isnne Ihanc. 
Full brrfht uidClCBrCp thai joy? vu to teOff 
I'Dr pvrin wbiCC and rmerawdH grtHe 

OrirbDictrriyrwhcn Hector talteth faede. 
Towanta him (iut im blm drme. 
Andfynt I Cyndc iiow he bath him ila<re, 
Aod after that by rarer of kit nunheade 
( He mt bin Qp ifOre him on hi* (tide. 

And Taut gBD n^tb him f^r to rrdr 
FromthB ward*» alyifll oototiydt. 
RtgmdleTtet pls^ntiT' Ifhemaye. . 

' Vn liorae-baclie out when he hiiu l3r!de. * 
Reck)«ily Ihe itorye niaketh mynde 

Toweldhlmtelfeat Diorelibcrtye,— 
SO (bit hi] brcit diurmcd wal aiolbare.' 1 
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*\ ■ ■ \ 

111 frush it,* and unlock the rivets all. 

Bat ril be master of it :— Wilt thoa not, beast, abide ? 

Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exe. 



SCENE VII. 

This same. Enter Achilles, nith Myrmidon*, 

Achil, Come here about me, you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I say .-^Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found. 
Empale him with your weapons round about ; 
In fellest manner execute your arms. 
Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye :— , 

It is decreed— Hector the great must die. [Extuni, 



SCENE VIII. ' 

The same. Enter Memblaus and Paeis fighting, TXcb 

Trersitbs. 

Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are at it : 
Now, bull ! now, dog ! *Loo, Paris, 'loo ! Now my double- 
henn*d sparrow ! 'Loo,Paris, 'loo! The bull has th^gpame : 
— 'ware horns, bo ! \^Exe. Paris and Menklaus. 

Enter Margarelon. ^ 

Mar, Turn,, slave, and fight. 
7%er. What art thou ? 
Mar, A bastard son of Priam's. 
^Ther, I am a bastard too ; I love bastatds : I am a 
bastard begot, basUrd instructed, bastard in mind, bai- 
#» tard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear 
will tiot bite another, and wherefore should one bastard ? 
:P'Take heed, the quarrel's most ominous to us : if the 
son of ft whore fight for a whore, he tempta judgment :^ 
Fareijweli, bastard ! 
^r. The devil take thee, coward ! [Exeunt 



C93 To fruih a chicken. Sec. is a term In carvlnf« which we may rapiioie 
» ^y®^£L7'y"y'»<>'» ''**'» " *''«* ^P » capoo ;•' wordi that occor in 
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SCENE IX. 

Another Part of the Field, Enter Hbctob. 

Hett. Most putriiied core, so fair without, 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now IS my day's work done ; I'll take good breath : 
Rest, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 

\^Put9 off his helmet y and hang9 his 
shield behind him. 

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons. 

jichiL Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels : 
Even with the vail and darkening of the sun, ' 
To close the day up, Hector's life is done. 

Hect, I am unarm'd ; forego this 'vantage, Greeks 
Achil, Strike, fellows, strike ;* this is the man I seek. 

So, Ilion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink down ; 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.— — 
On, Myrmidons ; and cry you all amain, 
Achillea hath the mighty Hector slain, 

[A Retreat sounded. 

[il The vail is> I think, the sinking of the lun ; not veilj or cover. 

JOHNS. 
[3] This particular of Achilles ovf rpowering Hector by nnmbtrSi and 
witboot armour, is taken from the old story. book. HANMER- 

Hector, in Lydgate's poem,fa)lB by the hand of Achilles ; but in is Troiloi 
who, having been inclosed ronnd by the Myrmidonst is killed at^er his ar- 
mour had been hewn from his lx>dy, which was afterwards drawn through 
die field at the horse^s Uil. The Oxford editor, I believe, was misinform- 
ed ; for in the old story .book of the Three Destructions ofTtoy, I find like- 
wise the same accoont given of the death of Troilns. Hey wood, in his Rafif 
of Lucrece, i6^8, seems to have been indebted to some sach work as Sir T. 
Hanmer mentions r 

" Had puissant Hector by Achilles' hand 

Dy'd in a single monomachie. Achilles 

Had been the worthy ; but being slain by odds* 

The poorest Myrmidon had as much honour 

As faint Achilles, in the Trojan's death." 
It is not unpleasant to observe with what vehemence Lydgate, who in the 
grossest manner has violated all the characters drawn bv Homer« takes upon 
him to reprehend the Grecian poet as the original offender : 

" Oh ttu)u. Homer, for shame be now red. 

And thee amase that boldest thy selfe so wyse* 

On Achylles to set suche great a pryse 

In thy bokes for his chivalrye, 

Above echone that dost hym magnifye. 

That was^so sleyghty and so full of fhiude. 

Why gevest thou hym to bye a pmyie and lan^ V^ STEKV . 
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Harlfr ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr, The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 

AchiL The dragon wing of night o'erspreads the earth, 
And, stickler like, the armies separates.' 
My balf-supp'd sword, that frankly would have fed,' 
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.—— — 

\^Sheathc% hia aword* 
Come, tie his body to my horse's tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. lExeunt» 



SCENE X. 

The tame. Enter Agambmnon, Ajaz, Mbkblaus, Nbstor, 
DiOMEOES, and other*, marching* Shouts within, 

Aga. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that ^ 

Jyeat. Peace, drums. 

[WithinA Achilles ! 
Achilles \ Hector's slain ! Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is— Hector's slain, and by Achilles. 

Ajax, If it be so, yet bragless let it be ; 
Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

Aga. March patiently along : — Let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 
If in his death the gods have us befriended. 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt^ marching* 

SCENE XI. 

Another Part of the Field, Enter JEneas and Trojam. 

Mne, Stand, ho ! yet are we masters of the field : 
Never go home ; here starve we out the nSght. 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro, Hector is slain. 

All. Hector ?— The gods forbid ! 

Tro, He*s dead ; and at the murderer's horse's tail, 

[2] Stickler i are arbitrators, judges^ or as called in sone places* sidesnco. 
At every wrestling in Cornwall, before the games begin,a certain nnmberof 
sticklers are chosen, who regulate the proceedings, and determine every dii- 
piate. Stickler is immediately from the verb stickle, to interfere* to take 
part with, to busy one's self in any matter. RITSON. 

Is"] Whatever may luve been the re m;)inder of this speech* at it came oat 
of Shakspeare's hands, w« may be confident that this bombsttt atoff* made 
no part of it. Obr author's gold was stolen^ and the thi«f li tmtw left is its 
place. RITSON. 
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In beastly sort, dragg*!! through the shameful field.—- 
Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed ! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy !^ 
I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy» 
And linger not our sure destructions on ! 

JRnc, My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 

7Vo. You understand me not, that tell me so : 
I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But dare all imminence, that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 
Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be calPd, 
Go into Troy, and say there — Hector's dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away : 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet ;— You vile abominable tents. 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains,^ 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 
I'll through and through you !— And thou, great-siz*d 

coward ! 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates ; 
I'll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still. 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts.*— 
Strike a free march to Troy !— with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.* 

[Exe, JEneas and Trojans, 

^i^—^— ■■^^■^^— i^^—— ^— ^^ -^^I^^H^— B^M^— — M^l" !■ ■■■ H 1IM«I.^ ■■ ■! II — M. ■■ I i^ 

r4] We should reaid— smite at, instead of smile. M.MASON.— Mr.Upton 
thinks that Shaktpcare had the Psalmist in view. ** He that dwelleth in 
heaven shall laogh them to scorn ; the Lord shall have them in derision." 
PS' it.4. '* The Lord shsdl laugh him to scorn ; for he hath seen that his 
day is coming." Ps. xxxvii. 1 3. In the passage before us, the heavens are 
the ministers of the gods to execute their vengeance, and they are bid 10 
froivn on ; but the gods themselves smile at Troy ; they hold Troy in derision, 
for its day is coming.** MAL. 

_ ^ 

C5] Pff A/— pitched, fixed. The obsolete preterite and participle passive 
otto pitch. STEEV. 

[6] This couplet affords a full and natural close of the pl.iy ; and though 
I once thought dtflerently, I must now declare my firm belief that Shak* 
speare designed it should end here, and that what follows is either a subse- 
quent and injudicious restoration from an elder drama, or the nonsense of 
seme wretched boffix)n, who represented Pandarus. When the hero of the 
scene was not only alive, but on the stage, our author would scarce have 
trusted the conclusion of his piece to a subordinate character, whom he had 
uniformly held up to detestation. It is still less probable that he should 
have wound up his story with a stupid outrage to decency, and a deliberate 
insult oa bis audience.— But in several other parts of this drama 1 " — — " 
pcrsoaden^yselftbatlhavcbeeorcadingShiik^are. STEKV. 



m 



^1 



96 TEOILOS iLS9 CRSM194, ACt r. 

M Teoilvs 19 going cut^ enter^/rom the other eide, 

Pandarus. 

Pan, But hear you, hear you ! 

Tro, Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! [AViV. 

Pan, A goodly med'cine for my aching bones ! — O 
world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent despised 1 
O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are you set a' work, 
and how ill requited ! Why should our endeavour be so 
loved, and the performance so loathed f what verse for 
it ? what instance for it } — Let me see :— - 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing. 
Till he hath lost his honey, and his sting : 
And being once subdued in armed tail. 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail.— - 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted cloths.^ 

As many as be here of pander's hall. 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar*s fall : 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans. 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren, and sisters, of the hold-door trade. 
Some two months hence my will shall here be made : 
It should he now, but that my fear is this,— 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss :* 
Till then 1*11 sweat, and seek about for eases ; 
And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases. [Exit, 



tr] i.e* the painted canvas with which yoar rooms are hong. STEEV. 

[8] The pablic stews were anciently oader the jorisdictimof die Bishop 
•f Winchester. STEEV. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 

THIS pU^ has many ju»t sentiments, some natural dialogues, 
tn4 some pleasing scenesj but they are obtained at the cxpence 
of mach incongruity. To remark the folly of the fiction, the 
absuf^ty of the conduct, the confusion of the names, and 
manners of different times, and the impossibility of the events 
in any system of life, -were to waste criticism upon unresisting 
imbecility, upon faults too erident for detection, and too gross 
for aggntTttion. Johnson. 

Mr. Pope supposed the story of this play to have been taken 
from a novel ox Boccace ; but he was mistaken, as an imita- 
tion erf* it is found in an old story-book entitled, Wettvmrdfor 
Smelui. This imitation differs in as many particulars from the 
Italian novelist, as from Shakspeare, though they concur in 
the more considerable parts of the- fable. This is the only 
copy of it which I have hitherto seen. 

Some few hints, relating to Cymbeline, are taken from 
Moluukedc 

** Kymbeline, says he, (as some write) was brought up at 
** Bome, and there was made knight by Augustus Cxsar, un- 
y der whom he served in the wars, and was in such favour 
** with him, that he was at liberty to pay his tribute or not." 

•«....»». ..*^ Yet we find in the Roman writers, that afler Ju- 
** lius Caesar's death, when Augustus had taken upon him the 
" rule of the empire, tiie Britons refused to pay that tribute."' 

" But whether the controversy, which appeared to 

** fbll forth betwixt the Britons and Augustus, wa& occasioned 
«• by Kymbeline, I have not a vouch." 

•^ '* Kymbeline reigned thirty five-yearA, leaving be- 

'* hind him two sons, Guiderius and Arviragus." 

Stbeven^^ 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Ctmbxline, king of Britain. 

Cloten, 9on to the queen by a former husband. 

Leonatus Posthumus, a gentleman^ husband to 
Imogen, 

BxLARius, a banished lord^ disguised under the name 
qf Morgan. 

rtrvmrovtrtt C *®^* ^^ Cymbeltne, disguised under the 
ArI?r Aaus i '»«'»^« ^/ Polydore and Cadvfal, sufi^ 
ARviRAGUs,^ y^og^a sons to Belarius. 

PniLAUlOt friend to Posthumus^l Tf^j:^^^ 
I AC HI M o, friend to Philano, J ^^aitans. 

A French Gentleman^ friend to Philario. 
Caius Lucius, general of the Roman forces, 
A Roman Captain. Tnvo British Captains. 
Pisanio, servant to Post humus, 
CoRVELiv St a physician, 
Tfpo Gentlemen. 
Two Gaolers. 

Queent wife to Cymbeline. 

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former queen, 

Helen* woman to Imogen. 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribune^ Appari- 
tions, a Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentleman, a Spanish 
Gentleman, Musicians, Officers, Captains, Soldiers, 
Messengers, and other Attendants. 

SCEJVE'^sometimes in Britain ; sometimes in Italy, 



CYMBELINE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L^Britain. The Garden behind Cymbblinb*^ Paldte, 

^nter two Gentlemen, 

Yl Gent. 
ou do not meet a than, but frowns : our bloods 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers y 
Still seem, as does the king's.' 
2 Gent, But what's the matter f 

1 Gent.Hh daughter,and the heir of his kingdom, whom 
He purpos'd to his wife's sole son, (a widow. 

That late he married,) hath referred herself 

Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : She's wedded ; 

Her husband banish 'd ; she imprison'd : all 

Is outward sorrow ; though, I ihink, the king 

Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 Gent, None but the king ? 

1 Gent, He, that hath lost lier, too : so is the queen. 
That most desir'd the match : But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent ^ 

Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 

2 Gent, And why so ? 

1 Gent, He that hath missed the princess, is a tlHng 
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her, 
(I mean, that marry'd her, — alack, good man !— 
And therefore banish'd) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think. 
So fair an outward, and such stulT within. 
Endows a man but he. 



Ti] Jfg do not meet a man but frowns ; our bloods— <na coontenancet* 
which, ill popular speech, are said to be refmlated by the temper d thm 
blood,— no more obey the fanus o/Amvm,— which direct at to appear what 
really are,— /A^n our courtiers :— that is, than the Uoods of<mr eottrtkn g 
our btDods, like thein— if/// stemf as drth the kinfs, JOUM8» . 
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S Gent, You speak bim far.' 

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself ;S 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

His measure duly. 

2 Gent, Whars his name, and .birth? 

1 Gent, I cannot delve him to the root : his father 
Was caird Sicilius, who did join his honour. 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelan ; 
But had his titles by Tenantius,^ whom 
He servM with glory and admir'd success : 
So gain'd the sor-addition, Leonatus : 
And had, besides this gentleman in question, 
Two other sons, who, in the wars o'the time. 
Died with their swords in hand ; for which their father 
(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow. 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceased 
As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection ; calls him Posthumus ; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd ; and 
In his spring became a harvest : LivM in court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais'd, most lov'd :' 
A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature, 
A glass that feated them ;< and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards : to his mistress, 

£2] You praise him extensively. STEEV. 

I3] I extend him within himself: my pndse^howerer extensive, is 'atthin 
hU merit. JOHNS. 

|;4] Tenantios was the fitther of Cymbelioef and nephew of Castibelan# 
being the younger son of his elder brother Lud, kine orthe soothem part of 
Britain ; on whose death Ca«sibe1<<n was admitted King. Cassibelan repols- 
ed the Romans on their first attack, but being vanqois&d fagr Julias Cflssar on 
his second invasion of Britain, he*agreed to pay au annual tribute to Rome> 
After his death, Tenantios, Lad's yoonger son (his elder brother Androgeas 
having fled to Rome) was established on the throne, of which theyhad octn 
on|astly deprived by their uncle. According to some authorities* Tenantius 
6aietly paid the tribute stipulated by Cassibelan ; according to others, he re- 
fused to pay it, and warred with tlie Romans* Shakspoire siwposes l^ lat* 
ter to be tliie truth. Holinshed, who furnished our poet with these fiicts, fiir- 
nished hidi also with the name of S/c/Ziuj, who was admitted king of Britain, 
A.M. 3659. The, name of Leonatus he found in Sidney's Arcadia. Ireonatoa 
is there the l«jtittm«te Km of the blind king of PaphlagQpia^on whose stcoy. 
the episode ofGloster, Edgar, and Edmund, is formed in King Lear. MAL. 

C5] This encomium is high and artful. To be at once in any great degree 
i9ved Md praised i» vnaiy rare. JOHNS. 

. C6] A glass that formed them ; a model, by tiie conteapUttioo and inipec* 
ton of which iliey Cprmed their manners. JOHNS* 
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For \vhom he now is banish'(!U — her own price 
Proclaims how she eSteem'd him and 1^ virtae ; 
By her election may be truly read. 
What kind of man he it. 

2 Gent, I honour him 

Even oat of your report. Bat, 'pray yoo, tell me* 
Is she sole child to the king ? 

1 Gent. His only child. 
He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 
rthe swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen ; and to Uiis hdUr, no gueSs in Imowledge 
Which way they went. 

3 Gent, How long is this ago f 

1 Gent. Some twenty years. 

2 Gent. That a king's children lAi^Bld be so coftrey'd ! 
So slackly guarded ! and the search so slow. 

That couid not trace them ! 

1 Geni. Howsoe'er 'tis strange,' 

Or that the negligence may well be laegh'd at. 
Yet is it true, sir. 

2 Gent. I do well believe you. 

1 Gent. We must forbear : Here comes the queen, 
and princess. \J^xeunt. 

SCENE II. 
The tame. Enter the ^ueen, Posthumvs, and Imogsbt. 

Queen. No, be assar*d,yoa shall not find me,daaghter. 
After the slander of most step- mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my prisoner, bat 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock op your restraint.-^For you, Posthumus, 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good. 
You lean'd unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 
I will from hence to-day. 

Queen. You know the peril :-~ 
ni fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the Idng . 
Hath charg'd you should not speak together. [JEdrtef. 



Into. O 
Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tjnrant 
Can tickle where she wounds !— My dearest husband, 
I something fear my father's wrath ; but nothing, 
(Always reserved my holy duty,)^ what 
His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live. 
But that there is this jewel in the world. 
That I may see again. 

Post, My queen ! my mistress ! 
O, lady« weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man ! I will remain 
The loyal'st .husband that did e'er plight troth. 
My residence in Rome at one Philario's ; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen. 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send. 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you : 
If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure : — Yet 111 move him [Jai, 
To walk this way: I never do him wrong. 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 
Pays dear for my offences. [jSxtV. 

Po€t. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to live. 
The loathness to depart would grow ; Adieu ! 

Imo, Nay, stay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to air yourself. 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ; 
This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife. 
When Imogen is dead. 

P08L How ! how ! another ?— 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have. 
And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death !• Remain thou here 

^ {Putting en the ring ' 

Cr] X «qr I do not'fear my father* 10 far as I may say it Withoot breachof 
aoj^r. JOHNS. 

[8] To sear up, is properly to close up hy himing ; but in this ipMU^ the 
yoet may have dropped that idea* and used Che word aimfiy for to chump, 

STfiSV, 
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While sense can keep it on f9 And sweetest, fairest, 

As I my poor self did exchange for you. 

To vour so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles 

I stall win of you : For my sake, wear this ; 

It is' a manacle of love ; I'll place it 

Upon this fairest prisoner. 

IPuiting a bracelet on her arm, s/ 
Imo. O, the gods ! y^ 

When shall we see again ? 

£nter Cymbelins and LorHt- 

Post. Alack, the king ! 

Cym, Thou basest thing, avoid * hence,from my sight ! 
If, after this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : Away ! 
Thou artpoison to my blood. 

Fo€t, The gods protect you ! 
And bless the good remainders of the court! 
I am gone. [-BanV. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing. 
That shouldst repair my youth ; thou heapest 
A year's age on me ! 

Imo, I beseech you, sir. 
Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Past grace f obedience ? 

Imo. Pa8t'h0];)e, and in despair ; that way, past grace. 

Cym. That migfat'st have had the sole son of my queen ! 

Imo. O bless'd, that I might not ! I chose an eagle. 
And did avoid aputtock.' 

Cym. Thou took'st a beggar ; wouldst have made my 
throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Imo. No ; I rather added 
A lustre to it. 

Cym, O thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov*d Posthumus : 
You bred him as my play- fellow ; and he is 



C9] While tense can mainuin its operations ; while stove continoet to 
have powtr. STEEV. 

CO A pottock-a kite. JOHNS. 
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A man, worth Mf wonan ; orcrbuyi me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym, What !— art thoa mad ! 

Imo, Almost, sir : heaven restere me ?<«»Woii2d I were 
A neat-herd's daughter ! and my Leonatut 
Our neighbour shepherd's son ! 

Re-mter ^«fii« 

Cym* Thou foolish thing !— - 
They were again together : you have done 

[7b the Queen, 
Not after our command. Away with htr> 
And pen ber up. 

Queen, 'Beseech your patience :— -Peace* 
Dear lady daughter, peace.— Sweet sovereign. 
Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 
A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged. 
Die of this folly ! [Exit. 

Enter Pzsanxo. 

Queen, Fie !— you must give way : 
Here is your servant. — How now, sir f what news ? 

Pis, My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen. Ha! 
No harm, I trust, is done? 

Pt«. There might have been. 
But that my master rather play'd than fought, 
And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen, I am very glad on't 

Into, Your son^s my mther's friend ; he takes his part.-*- 
To draw upon an exile ! — O brave sir !-* 
I would they were in Africk both together ; 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. — Why came you from your master f 

Pis, On his command : He would not suflfer me 
To bring him to the haven ; left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to. 
When it pleas'd you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 
Youi* fathful servant : I dare lay mine honour. 
He will remain so. 

Pi9» I humbly than]c your highness. 
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Queen. Pray, walk awhile. 

Imo, About some half hour hence, 
I pray you, speak with me : you shall, at least, 
Go see my lord aboard : for this time, leave me. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 
A public Place. Enter Cloten, andtvoo Lords, 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt ; the 
violence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice. 
Where air comes out, air comes in : there's none abroad 
so wholesome as that you vent 

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it Have 

I hurt him t 

2 Lord. No, faith ; not so much as his patience. {Aside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body's a passable carcass, if 
he be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for steel, if it be 
not hurt. 

2 Lord. His steel was in debt; it went o'the backside 
the town. {AHde. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 
2 Lord. No; but he fled forward still, toward your 
face. [jinde. 

1 Lord. Stand you ! you have land enough of your 
own; but he added to your having; gave you some 
ground. 

2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans : Puppies! 

[Auide* 

Clo. I would, they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured how long a 
fool you were upon the ground. [Atide* 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and refiise 
me! 

2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, she is 
damned. [Ande. 

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her 
brain go not together:* She's a good sign,' but I have 
seen small reflection of her wit. 

Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the reflection 
should hurt her. [Ande* 

[s] I beUeve the lord meant to speak a sentence ; " Sir« « I toM yoa aK 
ways> beauty and bnan go not together." JOHNS. 

(3] 1 believe the poet ocant by ilgn— /«f> 9^tn»ar4 fSbv^* lOHMIr ^ 
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Clo. Come, 111 to my chamber: 'Would there had 
^en some hurt done ! 

2 Lord, I wish not so ; unless it had been the fall of 
an ass, which is no great hurt. \jiMe» 

Clo. You'll go with us i 

1 Lord. Ill attend your lordship. 
Clo. Nay, come, let's go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 
f 

A Room mC ymbslinb's Palace. Enter Imocbn oik/Pxsavi^. 

Into, I would thou grew^stunto the shores o'the haYett; 
And question'dst every sail : if he should write. 
And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost 
As ofTer'd mercy is.^ What was the last 
That he spake to thee ^ 

Pi9. 'Twas, His gueen^ his queen I 

Into, Then wav'd his handkerchief f 

Fia, And kiss'd it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than I !— 
And that was all i 

Fia, No, madam ; for so long 
As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on, 
How swift his ship. 

Jmo. Thou should'st have made him 
As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Fia, Madam, so I did. 

Jmo, I would have broke mine eye-strings ; crack'd 
them, but 
To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle :' 
Nay^ follow 'd him till he had melted from. , 
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then 

XA I believe the poet's meaning is« that the loss of chat paper woaldprore 
as fatal to her, as the loss of a pardon to a condemned criminal. STEEV. 

C53 The dimimitlon of space— is the \dUminatioa of which space is the 
cause. Trees are killed fay a bUst of lightningt that if, bt blattini^ not Uisted 
]f|htiiiimp. JOHNS. 
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Have turn*d mine eye, and wept.— But, good Pisanio, 
When shall we hear from him i 

PU, Be assur'd, madam, 
With his next vantage. ^ 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him. 
How 1 would think on him , at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charg'd him. 
At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at midnight, 
To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father. 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north. 
Shakes all our buds from growing. ^ 

Enter a Lady, 

Lady, The queen, madam. 
Desires your highness' company. 

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them despatched. 
—I will attend the queen. 

Fia. Madam, 1 shall. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE V. 

Jt^me. An Apartment in PhilarioV home. Eater Pbilarxo> 
Iachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutchman, and a Spaniard. 

lack. Believe it, sir : I have seen him in Britain : be 
was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove so wor- 
thy, as since he hath been allowed the name of : but I 
^ould then have looked on him without the help of ad- 
miration ; though the catalogue of his endowments had 
been tabled by his side, and I to peruse him by items. 

Phi, You speak of him when he was less furnished, 
than DOW he is, with that which makes him ^ both with*^ 
out and within. 

French, I have seen him in France : we had very many 
there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he. 

[6] Next opportnnity. JOHNS. 

Cr] A bud, without any distinct idea, wliether of iiower or fhitt, is a natural 
representation of any thing incipient or immature ; and the Inids of flowerSjif 
Howers are meant, prvm to flowers^s the buds of froits fr«w to fhiStt. J<MilC. 

fS} In the seme in which we say* This will m^ or a«r joq. jeHBU^ 
25* VOL. VII. 
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lacfu This matter of marrying his king's daughter, 
(wherein he must be weighed rather by her value, than 
his own,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal froini the 
matter.* 

French* And then his banishment:— 

lack. Ay, and the approbation of those, that weep 
this lamentable divorce, under her colours, ' are wonder- 
fully to extend him ; be it but to fortify her judgment, 
which else an easy battery might lay flat, for taking a 
beggar without more quality. But how comes it, he is 
to sojourn with you ^ How creeps acquaintance f 

Phi, His father and I were soldiers together ; to whom 
I have been often bound for no less than my life :— 

Enter Posthumus. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a stranger of his quality. — I beseech you allf be better 
known to this gentleman ; whom I commend to you, as a 
noble friend of mine : How worthy he is, I will leave X% 
appear hereafter, rather than story him in his own hear- 
ing. 

French^ Sir, we have known together in Orleans^ 

Poat, Since when I have been debtor to you for cour- 
tesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay still. 

French, Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindness : I was 
glad I did atone my countryman and you ;* it had been 
pity, you should have been put together with so mortal 
a purpose, as then each bore, upon importance^ of so 
slight and trivial a nature. 

Post, By your pardon, sir, I was then a young travel- 
ler ; rather shunned to go even with what I heard, than 
in my every action to be guided by others' experiences :♦• 
but, upon my mended judgment, (if I offend not to say 
it is mended,) my quarrel was not altogether slight. 

French, 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
swords ; and by such two, that would, by all likelihood, 
have confounded one th e other, or have fallen both* 

19] Makes the description of him very dbtant from the tnttlu JOHN& 

1^1 ] Under her banner ; by her inflaence. JOHNS. 

[23 To atone—signifies, in this place, to reconcile. ST£EV. 

[3] Importance is here, as elswbere in Shakspeare* importunity, i«stig»> 
tion. MALONE. 

[4} Post^mnas is describing a presumpCBous yonncr man, and means to tay» 
that he rather studied to avoid conducting himself by the optntons of •thcr 
people^ t^ to be guided by their e«pcric>ce. M. MASOIt. 
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lack, C an we, with manners, ask what was the di£R$r- 
ence ? 

French. Safely, I think : 'twas a contention in pub- 
lic, which may, without contradiction,' suffer the re- 
port. It was much like an argument that fell out last 
night« where each of us fell in praise of our country mis- 
tresses : This gentleman at that time vouching, (and upon 
warrant of bloody affirmation,) his to be more fair, vir- 
tuous, wise, chaste, constant-qualified, and less attempt- 
ible, than any the rarest of our ladies in France. 

lach. That lady is not now living ; or this gentle- 
man's opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post, She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

lach. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of Italy. 

PoBt, Being so far provoked as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing ; though I profess myself her 
adorer, not her friend.^ 

lach. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-hand 
comparison,) had been something too fair, and too good, 
for any lady in Britany. If she went before others I 
have seen, as that diamond of yours out-lustres many I 
have beheld, I could not but believe she excelled many ; 
but I have not seen the most precious diamond that is, 
nor you the lady. 

Post, I praised her as I rated her : so do I my stone* 

lach. What do you esteem it at i 

Post, More than the world enjoys. 

lach. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, or 
she's ontprized by a trine. 

Poat,\^o\x are mistaken : the one may be sold, or giv- 
en ; if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or 
merit for the gift : the other is not a thing for sale, and 
only the gift of the gods. 

Jack, Which the gods have given you i 

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

lach. You may wear her in title yours : but, you 
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 



ZSl Whtch« ondoobtedly, may be publicly told. JOHNS. 

nS] Thooffh 1 have not the common obligations of a lover to his mistress, 
and regard her not with the fondness of a friend, bat the reverenc* of an 
adorer. JOHNS.— —A friend, in ancient coHoqaial language, is occasionally 
synonymoQS to a paramour or inamorato of either sex, in both the favourable 
and anfavourable sense of that word. It is still current Muon^ the harlotry 
of London, who* as often as they have occasion to speak of theii' absent keop^ 
en, invariably call them their friends. I make my avowal, savs PotChonoi* 
ia the cha racier of her adorer, not of her possessor. ST££ V. 
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Yoor ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of un- 
prizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and the other 
casual ; a cunning thief, or a that-way-accomplished 
courtier, wbuld hazard the winning both of first and last 

Po^t, Your Italy contains none soaccompli^ed a cour- 
tier, to convince the honour of my mistreas ; ^ if, in the 
holding or loss of that, you term her fraiL I do noth- 
ing doubt, you have store of thieves ; notwithstanding 
I rear not my ring. 

Phu Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

PoBt* Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior, I 
thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we are familiar 
at first. 

lack. With five times so much conversation, I should 
get ground of your fair mistress : make her go back, 
even to the yielding ; had I admittance, and opportu- 
nitv to friend. 

Post, Ko, na 

Jack, I dare, thereon, pawn the moiety of my es- 
tate to your ring ; which, in my opinion, o'er-values it 
something : But I make my wager rather against your 
confidence, than her reputation ; and, to bar your of- 
fence herein too, I durst attempt it against any lady ia 
the world. 

Po^t, You are a great deal abused in too bold a per-. 
suasion \^ and I doubt not you sustain what you're wor- 
thy of, by your attempt. 

lach. What's that f 

PqbU a repulse : Though your attempt, as y^ call it, 
deserve more ; a punishment too. <; 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too sud- 
denly ; let it die as it was bom, and, 1 pray yoiif be 
better acquainted. 

lach, '^Would I had put my estate, and my neigh- 
bour's, on the approbation of what I have spoke.* 

PoBt, What lady would you choose to assail ? 

f?] Convince— for overcome. WARB. 
So in Macbeth ; 

"—their malady convinces 

The great essay of art." JOHNS. 

[8] Abused— deceived. So in Otheih : 

" The Moor's abus'd by some most ▼illainous knave.'f ST££V. 

r^3 Approbation— proof. So in Kini Henry V. 
"—how many now in heal»« 
jtfiall drop their blood in apfirobaiim 
Of what yoor reverence shall incite os to." flllSCV. 
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lack. Yours ; whom in constancy, you think, standi 
so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your Hng^^ 
that, commend me to the court where your lady is, with 
no more advantage than the opportunity of a second 
conference, and I will bring from thence that honour of 
hers, which you imagine so reserved. 

Post, I will wage against your gold, gold to it : my 
ring I hold dear as my finger ; *tis part of it. 

lack. You are a friend, and therein the wiser." If 
you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot 
preserve it from tainting : But, I see, you have some 
religion in you, that you fear. 

Poat, This is but a custom in your tongue ; you bear 
a graver purpose, I hope. 

lack, I am the master of my speeches ; and would 
undergo what's spoken, I swear. 

Poat. Will you ^ — I shall but lend my diamond till 
your return : — Let there be covenants drawn between 
us: My mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of 
▼our unworthy thinking : I dare you to this match : 
here's my ring. 

Phi, I will have it no lay. 

Jack, By the gods it is one :— If I bring you no suflB- 
cient testimony tnat I have enjoyed the dearest bodily 
part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats are yours ; 
so is your diamond too. If I come off, and leave her in 
such honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, this 
your jewel, and my gold are yours ; — provided, I have 
your commendation, for my more free entertainment.. 

Poat, I embrace these conditions : let us have articles* 
betwixt Us : — only, thus far you shall answer.. If you 
make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to 
understand you have prevailed^ I am no further your 
cbemy, she is not worth our debate : if she remain un- 
seduced, (you not making it appear otherwise,) for your 
ill opinion, and the assault you have made to her chasti* 
ty» you shall answer me with your sword. 

lack. Your hand ; a covenant : We will have these 
things set down by lawful counsel, and straight away for 

1 1 ] Yon are a friend to the lady, and therein the wiser, as you will not ex- 
DMC her to hazard ; and that you fear> is a proof of your religious fidelity. 

JOHNSON. 
See p. 15. n. 6. Though the reply of lachimo may not have been warranted 
by the preceding words of Postaumus,it was certainly meant by the speaker 
at sprovokiog circttmitance/ acxrcuiABtance of incitatioo to the wager. 

STOSV. 
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Britain ; lest the bargain should catch cold, and starve : 
I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded. 

Foat, Agreed. [j£xr»iif Post, aittf Iach. 

French. Will this hold, think you f 

FM. Signior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let as 
follow 'em. [Exeunt 

SCENE VI. 

Britain. A Room in Cymbblinb'« Falaci. Enter ffueeit^ 

Ladies, and Cornblius. 

Queen, Whiles yet the dew's on ground^ gather those 
flowers ; 
Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 

1 Lady, I, madam. 

Queen, Despatch.— [Exeunt LeuUee. 

Now, master doctor ; have you brought those drugs ^ 

Cor.Pleaseth your highness, av: here they are« madam : 

[Freaenting a small Box* 
But I beseech your grace, (without oflRsnce ; 
My conscience bids me ask,) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds* 
Which are the movers of a languishing deatn ; 
But, though slow, deadly i 

Queen. I do wonder, doctor. 
Thou ask'st me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not leam*d me how 
To make perfumes ? distil } preserve ? yea, so. 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections i Having thus far proceeded, 
(TJnless thou think'st me devilish,) is't not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions P* I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth .the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allay men ts to their' act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects 

Cor, Your highness 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart :> 

[2] Other experiments. I eovamitaA, wn WaltoB, ao angler tbtt trieth 
concmtiont, aad improves his art. JOHNS. 

Cal There is in this passage nothioK that matSk rc^oiret a note* Tet Ia»* 
notio rhear to posh it forward into observation. The tboa|dtt would fn k ma r 
bavfr heca noi«aipplified,lmdoar aaibor lived to be ilwaKd withndL es* 
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Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 
Queen, 0» content thee.-— 

Enter Pisanio. 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him lAaide, 

Will I first work : he's for his master, 

And enemy to my son.-^How now, Pisanio ?— 

Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 

Take your own way. 

Cor. I do suspect you, madam ; 
But you shall do no harm. {jiside. 

Queen. Hark thee, a word.— {To Pisanio. 

Cor. l^Mde^l I do not like her. Site doth think, she 
has 
Strange lingering pcusons : I do know her spirit. 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn*d nature : Those, she has» 
Will stupify and dull the sense a while : 
Which first, perchance, she'll prove on cats, and dogs ; 
Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in what show of death it makes. 
More than the locking up the spirits a time. 
To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a most false effect ; and I the truer. 
So to be false with her. 

Queen. No further service, doctor. 
Until I send for thee. 

Cor. I humbly take mv leave. {Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say'st thou ? dost thou think« 
in time 
She will not quench ;^ and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses ? Do thou work ; 
When thou shalt bring me -word, she loves my son, 
V\\ tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master : greater ; for 
His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp : Return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is : to shift his being,' 

— ' - - 

perioleott as have been published ia later times, by a race of iBcn who have 
pnie^ied tortares without pity, and related them withoot shame* »d are 
yet solRred to erect their heads among human belncs. 

" Ca|ie saxa rnanu* c»pe roborjt, pastor.*' JO HNS.^ 

C4J That is, grow cooU STEEV. 
X53 To chsage his abode JOHNS. 
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Is to exchange one miseiy with another ; 
And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him : What shalt thoo expect, 
To be depender on a thing that leans ^^ 
Who cannot be new biiilt ; nor has no friends* 

[The Queen drofin a box : Pisanio takes it ttfi. 
So much as but to prop him ^-^Thou tak'st up 
Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy iaboar : 
It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem'd from death : I do not know 
What is more cordial :— >Nay, I pr*y thee* take it ; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do't, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changest on ;7 but think 
Thou hast thy mistress still ; to boot, my son. 
Who shall take notice of thee : I'll move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thott'lt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly. 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 
Think on my words. [^j?.Pisa.]*A sly and constant 

knave ; 
Not to be shak'd: the agent for his master ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand fast to her lord.— I have given that, 
W*hich, if he take, shall ouite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ;' and which she, after. 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assar'd 

Re-enter Pisanio, and 'Ladies. 

To taste of too.— So, so ;— well done, well done : 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses. 
Bear to my closet :— Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 
Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladiei* 

Pis. And shall do : 
But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
I'll choke myself: there's all I'll do for yon. [Exit. 

l6] That tnciines towards its fall. JOHNS. 

Cr] The meanin^ls, " think with what a fair prospect o^ mending yosr 
fbrtnnes y<m now change your present service.** STEEV* 

[^ A Iteeer anhassador, i« one that reBBet in a fordso court topranote 
hh master's interest. JOHN S. 
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SCENE VII. 
Another Jfootn in the tantb. Enter Imogen. 

Jmo, A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady. 
That hath her husband banish'd ; — O, that husband ! 
My supreme crown of grief ! and those repeated 
Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen. 
As my two brothers, happy .' but most miserable 
Is the desire that's glorious:* Blessed be those. 
How mean so'er, that have their honest wills. 
Which seasons comfort.— Who may this be i Fye ! 

Enter Pisanxo and Iacuimo. 

Pis, Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome ; 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

lach. Change you, m&dam f 
The worthy Leonatus is in safety, 
And greets your highness dearly. l^Preaents a letter* 

Into, Thanks, good sir ; 
You are kindly welcome. 

lach. All of her, that is out of door, most rich ! 
If she be furnish'd with a mind so rare, [lAside. 

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager.. Boldness be my friend t 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying light ; 
Rather, directly fly. 

Imo. [Reads.]^-W? is one of the noblest note^ to whose 
kindnesses lam most infinitely tied. Reflect upon him 
accordin^gly^ as you value your truest 

Leonatus. 

So far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 

Is warm'd'by the rest, and takes it thankfully,— 

Yqu are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 



[o] Her husbands she says» proves her supreme grief. She had been ha|i|iy 
hMshe been stolen as her brotoers were, bat now she is miserable* as aU those 
ave who have a sense of worth and honoar superior to the vulgar, which oc* 
casfont them infinite vexations from the envioos and worthless part of man- 
kind. Had she not so refined a taste as to be content only with the sapericHr 
tfMrit of Postfanmus , Imt could have talten up with Cloten> she mi|dit have 
ff ^pH these persecutions. This elegance of tastei which sUwavs dascovers 
an excellence and chooses it. site calls, with great iublimity of expression/ 
The desire that's giorioos. WARB. 

26 VOL. V1I« 
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Have words to bid you ; and fthall find k so. 
In all that I can do. 

lach. Tkasks, fa^irest ^ady.-- 
What ! are men mad ^ Hath nature given them tftB 
To see this vaulted arch, ai^d the ricn crop 
Of sea and land, which can dtstinguish 'twixl 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the number'd beach i and can -we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
*Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imo, What makes your admiration? 

lach. It cannot be i'the eye ; for apes and inenke7i« 
^Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other : Nor i'the judgment; 
For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite : Nor i'the appetite ; 
Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos*d. 
Should make desire vomit emptiness* 
Not so allur'd to feed.** 

Imo. What is the matter, trow t 

lack. The cloyed will, 
{That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, 
That tub both fiird and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear sir. 
Thus raps you ? Are you well f 

lach. Thanks, madam, well:— 'Beseech you, sir, de- 
sire TTo PiSAVio. 
My man's abode wliere I did leave him : he 
fs strange and i>eevish.* 

Pis. I was going, sir, 
To give him welcome. [Exit. 

Imo, Continues well my lord ? His health, 'beseech 
you ? 

lach. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he disposed to mirth ^ I hope, be is. 

lach. Exceeding pleasant ; none a ^ranger ther^ 

~i ■ ■ ■ ,■■■■■■ ■ I ii I ^ 

r I ] lachtmOj in this countef feited rapturci has showa bow the eyes and the 
je^ipnient would determine in favoar of Imogen, conqnring her with die 
pretent mistress of Posthumm, and proceeds to say, that appetite too woolA 
Kive the snme saiirage. Desire, says he, when it approached slnttenr, and 
considered it in comparison with such neat txcelieuce, woald not only be net 
JO aiiured to feed, bat, seized with a (It of loathing, would vovdt emptimsSt 
wookTfrel the conrulsions of disgust, thoough, being unfed* it had no object. 
To Tomit emptiness, is, in the language of poetry, to ieel the convollitM df 
^roctatioa wfthout pknitude. JOHNS. 

{2} He is a foreigner, and easily fcettcd« JOHNSi 
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So merry and so gamesome : he is callM 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo, When he was here, 
He did incline to sadness ; and oft-tiine» 
Not knowing why. 

/ocA. I never saw hiih sad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves- 
A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 
fYour lord, I mean,.) laughs from 's free lungs, cries, 01 
Can my aides hold^ to think, that man^^^who knows 
By history^ refiert^ or his ovon proofs 
what woman is^ yea, what she cannot choose 
But must be^ — will his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage P 

Imo. Will my lord say sot 

lach^ Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by. 

And hear him mock the r refiehman : but, heavens know ^ 
Some men are much to blame. 

Imo, Not he, I hope. 

Iach» Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards him 
might 
Be us*d more thankfully. In himself, 'tis much^ 
In you,— which I count his, beyond all talents,*-*- 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am- bound 
To pity too. 

Imo, What do you pity, sir f 
> lach. Two creatures, heartily. 

Imo, Am I one, sir^ 
You look on me ; what wreck discern you in me, 
Deserves your pity f 

lach. Lamentable ! what ! 
To hide me from the radiant sun) and solace 
I'the dungeon by a snuff. 

Imo. I ^ray you, sir, 
Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me f 

lach. That others do, 
I was about to say, enjoy your— —But 
It is an office of the gods to 'venge it, 
Not mine to speak on*t. 

Jx) If he merely regarded hb own character, vrithoot taf consideration 
or bit wife, hii condact would be unpardonable. MAL. 
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Imo. You do seem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me ; 'pray you, 
(Siuce doubting things go itl, often harts more 
Than to be sure they do : for certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing,^ 
The remedy then born) discover to me 
What both you spur aifll stop.* 

lach. Had I this cheek 
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch. 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye« 
Fixing it only here : should I (damn'd then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands- 
Made hard with hourly falsehood, < (falsehood, as- 
With labour ;) then lie peeping in an eye. 
Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That's fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit. 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
£ncounter such revolt. 

Imo, My lord, I fear. 
Has forgot Britain. 

lach. And himself. Not I, 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 

Imo, Let me hear no more. 

lach. O dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fastened to an empery. 
Would make the great'st king double ! to be partner'd 
With tomboys, hir'd with that self-exhibition 7 
Which your own cofferB yield ! with diseas'd ventures, 
That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boil'd stuS^ 
As well might poison poison ! Be reveng'd ; 

CO iaather, timely known. JOHNSON. 

ISl vyrhat It ii that at once kicitet you to speak, and restrains yoa from it. 

JOHNSON. 
[6] Hard with falsehood^is, hard by being often griped with frequent 
Change of hands. JOHNSON. 

-Ct] Gross strgmpets; hired with the vtry pen^m which you allow yoor 
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Or she, that bore you, was no quee&f aod yoa 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Imo, Revenged ! 
How should I be reveng'd ? If this be true, 
(As I have such a heart, that both mine ear» 
Must n6t in haste abuse,) if it be true. 
How should I be reveng*d ^ 

lach. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets-; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps. 
In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it. 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue fast to your affisction, 
Still' close, as sure. 

/mo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lach. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo, Away ! — 1 do condemn mine ears, that have^ 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable* 
Thou wouid'st have told this tale for virtue^ not 
Fqr such an end thou seek'st ; as base, as strange. 
Thou wrongest a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour; and 
Solicit'st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike : — What ho, Pisanio !— ^ 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 
A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. — What ho, Pisanio !— -- 

lack. O happy Leonatus ! I may say ; 
The credit, that thy lady hath of thee. 
Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perlfect goodness 
Her assured credit !— Blessed live you long ! 
A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
Country call'd his ! and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit I Give me your pardon^ 
I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord,, 
That which he is, new o*er : and he is one 
The trucst-manner'd ; such a holy witch. 
That he enchants societies unto him : 
Half all men's hearts are his. 
26* vox. vu. 
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Imo. Yoa make amends. 

lack. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended god : 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off. 
More than a mortal seeming^. Be not angry. 
Most mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try vour taking of a false report ; which hath 
Honour d with confirmation your gpreat judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 
Which you know, cannot err : That love I bear him 
Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All's well, sir : Take my power i'the co«rt for 
yours. 

lach. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request. 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends » 
Are partners in the business. 

Imo. Pray, what Wt f 

lack. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The best feather of our wing) have mingled sums, . 
To buy a present for the emperor ; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France : 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels, 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange, ^ 
To have them in sale stowage ; May it please you 
To take them in protection f 

Imo. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep thens 
In my bed-ehamber. 

lack. They are in a trunk. 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night ; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 

Imo, O, no, no. 

lack. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word^ 
By lengthening ray return. From Gallia 
I ci*oss'd the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo, I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? 

[8] Being Mrangci. e. bting a stranger. STEEV. 
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lack, O, I must, madam : 
Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night : 
1 have outstood my time ; whicti is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo, I will write. 
Send your trunk to me ; ii shall safe be kept. 
And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

\Exeunt^ 



ACT II. 

SCENE Ij^Court before Cymbelinr'* Palace. Enter Cloten, 

andtvio Lords, 

Cioten. 
WAS there ever man had such luck ! when I kissed the 
jack upon an up-cast,® to be hit away ! I had a hun- 
dred pound on't : And then a whoreson jackanapes 
must take me up for swearing ; as if 1 borrowed mine 
oaths of him, and might not spend them at my pleasure. 
. 1 Lord. What got he by that i You have broke hts 
pate with your bowl. 

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke it, k 
would have ran all out. [jiaide.^ 

Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is not 
for any standers-by to curtail his oaths : Ha f 

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor [jiaL'\ crop the ears of them. 

Clo. Whoreson dog ! — 1 give him satisfaction i 
'Would, he had been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [jinde, 

Clo, I am not more vexed at any thing in the earth,— 
A pox on't ! I had rather not be so noble as I am ; they 
dare not fight with me, because of the queen my mo- 
ther : every jack-slave hath his belly full of fighting, 
and I must go up and down like a cock that no body can 
match. 

2 Lord. You are a coek and capon too ; and you 
crow, cock, with your comb on.> {yiaide. 



to] He is describing his fate at bowls. The jack is the small bowl at 
which the others are aimed. He who is nearest to it wins. To kiss -'the 
jack is a state of great advantage. JOHNSON. 

P3 The allusion is to a fool's cap, which hath a comb like a cock's. 

JOHNSON 
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Clo. Sayest thou } 

1 Lord. It is not fit, yonr lordfih^> ahoald undertake 
every comfMUiion s that you g^ive offence to. 

Clo. No, I know that : but it ia fit, 1 should commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Clo. Why, so I say. 

1 Lord, Did you hear of a stranger, that's come to 
court to-night f 

Clo. A stranger ! and I not know on't ! 

2 Lord. He's a strange fellow himself, and knows it 
not. ^jiside. 

1 Lord. There's an Italian come ; and, 'tis thought, 
one of Leonatus* friends. 

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal ; and he^ another, 
whatsoever he be. Who told you of this stranger ? 

1 Lord. One of your lordship's pages. 

Clo. Is it fit, I went to look upon him f Is there no 
derogation in't f 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 
Clo. Not easily, I think. 

3 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore your issues 
being foolish, do not derogate. [Aside. 

Clo. Come, 1*11 go see this Italian : what I have lost 
to-day at bowls, Til win to-night of him. Xome, go. 

2 Lord. rU attend your Lordship. 

[Exeunt Cloten andjirat Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart. 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess^ 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st ! 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern'd ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer. 
More hateful than the foul expulsion ia 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act ' 
Of the divorce he'd make ! The heavens hold firn»^ 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak'd 
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may'st stand. 
To enjoy thy banish'd lord, and this great land ! 

[Exit. 

iiZ The use of cflm6ijii<m was the same as of fellovj now. It was a word 
©fcwtcmpt. JOHNSON. 
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SCENE II. 

A Bed-Chamber s in one part of. it a trunk. Imogen reading in 

her bed / a Lady attending. 

Imo. Who's there f my woman Helen? 

JLady. Please you, madam. 

Imo. What hour is it .^ 

JLady, Almost midnight, madam. 

Imo A have read three hours then ; mine eyes are weak; 
•—Fold down the leaf wliere I have left. To bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 
And if thou canst awake by four o'the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seiz'd me wholly. 

\^Exit Lady^ 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters^f the night, ^ 
Guard me, beseech ye ! [Sleefie. 

Iacuiuo, from the trunk. 

lack. The crickets sing, and man's o'e r- labour *d sense 
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin^ thus 
Did softly press the rushes,^ ere he waken'd 
The chastity he wounded.-^Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom'st thy bed ! fresh lily \ 
And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch ? 
But kiss ; one kiss ! — Rubies unparagon'd. 
How dearly they do't ! — 'Tis her breathing that 
Perfuipen the chamber thus : The flame o'the taper 
Bows toward her ; and would under-peep her lids. 
To see' the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows : White and azure, lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.* — But my design ? 
To note the chamber :— I will write all down :— 
Such, and such, pictures; — There the window ;— Such * 
The adornment of her bed ; — The arras, figures, 
Why, such, and such : — And the contents a'the story,— 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory : 

C33 The speaker is an Italian. JOHNSON. 

Ca] It was the custom in the time of oar author to strew chambers with 
nslMB* as we now coyer them with carpets. JOHNSON. 

[5] We should read* 

W hite with aaure lac'd. 
The blue of heaven's own tinct.-- «• 
Tlutt if, the wiatciJMn laced with Uvevcias. WARft: 
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O sleep, thou ape of death« lie dull upon her ! 

And be her sense but as a nionument. 

That in a chapel lyings !— Come off, come off >» 

[Taking off her bracelet. 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard !-— 
'Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly. 
As strongly as the conscience does within. 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson dropa 
I'the bottom of a cowslip :> here's a vouchert 
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and ta^en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what end ^ 
Why should I write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my memory i She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the lears tum'd down, 
Where Philomel gave up ; — I have enough : 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night f^—- that dawning 
May bare the raven's eye : 1 lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

[Clock Birike$. 
One, two, three,— Time, time ! 

[iSoes into the trunk. The Scene cloeei* 

SCENE III. 

Jn ArOt'-Chambir adjoining lMooBir'« Apartment. JSnur Cl»« 

TBN and Lordi. 

1 Lord, Your lordship is^he roost patient man in loss, 
the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the nobl6 
temper of your lordship ; You are most h«>t, and furious, 
when you win. 

Clo. Winning would put any man into courage : If I 
could get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold enough : 
It's almost morning, is't not.^ ^ 

C61 This simile contains tlie smallest oot of a tlioasaiKl prodfii iStat Shalc- 
speare was a most accorate obsenrer oC nature. STE£V£NS. 

l%\ The task of drawing tlie cliariot of night was assigned to dragons^ on 
accoont of their sopposcd watchfulness. Milton mcntaons ** tbe dragon-y«dK*. 
of night" in // Penseroso ; and in his Masqu* : 
** —the dragon 'vomb 
Of Stygian darkness."—— 
It mar remarked, VfSA the whole tribe of serpents sleep wHh jh eir eirei> 
opeoj and therefore appear to enert « etttfCanf ni^bme* STJLS\4m« 
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1 Lord, Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would this music would come : I ftm advised 1»t 
give her music o'mornings ; they say, it will penetrate« 

Enter Muaiciana, 

—Come on ; tune ? If you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, so ; we'll try with tongue too : if none will 
do, let her remain ; but Til never give tfer. First, a 
very excellent good^conceited thing ; after, a wonderful 
sweet air, with admirable rich words to it,->-aad tbem 
aet her consider. 

SONG. 

Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven^s gate aing^t* 

And Pheebua *gin9 arise. 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On chalic*d flowers that lies ;• 
jind winking Mary-buds begin 

To ofle their golden eyes ; 
With every thing that pretty bin :* 

My lady sweet, arise ; 

Arise, arise. 

So, get you gone : If this penetrate, J will consider your 
music the better : if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, 
-which liorse-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the voice of un- 
paved eunuch to boot, can nevei* amend. 

[Exeunt Musiciam. 

Enter CtmbeliKe and Queen, 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo, 1 am glad, I was up so late ; for that's the rea- 
son I was up so early : He cannot choose but take this 
service I have done, fatherly. — ^^Good morrow to your 
majesty, and to my gracious mother. 

Cym, Attend you here the door of our stem daughter f 
Will she not forth ? 



[83 The same hyperbole occart in Milton's Paradise Lost, book V, 
«* ■ f t birds* 

That singing ve^ to heavon's gate ascend. " STE EVENS. 

[9] i.e. The morning s«n dries in> the dew which lies in the cnpi of flow • 
ers. It may be noted.that the cupof a flower is called ca//x,whence chalice^ 

Cil i.e. Pretfy ts. Thus. 

" As fresh as bin the flowers in May/' STEEV. 
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do. I have assailed her with music, but she Touch- 
iafes no notice. 

Cym, The exile of her minion is too new ; 
She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance oat, 
And then she's yours. 

Queen, You are most bound to the king ; 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and be friended 
With aptness of the season : make denials 
Increase your services : so seem, as if 
You were inspir'd to do those duties which 
You tender to her ; that you in all obey her. 
Save when command to your dismission tends. 
And therein you are senseless. 

C/o. Senseless } not sa 

Enter a Me$9enger. 

Mea. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow. 
Albeit he comes on an|;ry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his : We must receive hira 
According to the honour of his sender ; 
And towards himself his goodness forespent on us^ 
We must extend our notice* — Our dear son. 
When you have given good morning to your mistress, 
Attend the queen, and us ; we shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman. — Come, our queen. 
[Exeunt Cym. Queen^ Lords ^ and Messenger, 

Clo. if she be up, I'll speak with her ; if not. 
Let her lie still, and dream.— By your leave ho !-« 

[&iocks. 
I know her women are about her ; What 
If I do line one of their hands ? 'Tis gold 
Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer ; and 'tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the thief; 
Kay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : What 
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me ; for 
I yet not understand the case myself. 
By your leave. X Knocks. 

ti ] The good ofices done by him to in heretofore. WAEB. 
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JSnter a Lady, 

JLady. Who's there, that knocks ? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

iMdy. No more t 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

Lady. That's more 
Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours. 
Can justly boast of: What's your lordship's pleasure ? 

Clo. Your lady's person : Is she ready r 

Lady, Ay, 
To keep her chamber. 

Clo, There's gold for you ; sell me your good report. 

Lady, How ! my good name ^ or to report of you 
What 1 shall think is good ^ — The princess— «- 

Enter Imogen. 

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest sister : your sweet hand. 

Into, Good- morrow," sir : You lay out too much pains 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give. 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 
And scarce can spare them. 

Clo, Still, I swear, I love you. 

Imo, If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me : 
If you swear still, your recompence is still 
That I regard it not. 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Imo, But that you shall not say I yield, being silen^ 
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : ifaith, 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.^ 

Clo, To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin : 
I will not. 

Imo, Fools are not mad folks. ' 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I am niad, I do ; 
If youll be patient, I'll no more be mad ; 
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 
You put me to forget a lady*s manners. 
By being so verbal :^ and learn now, for all, 

[2] A man who it taoji^ fbrbearsmce shoald team it* JOHNS. 

[3I This, M Qoten venr well ondentanda it, la a corert mode of MllliK 
himibol. The meaning implitrd b this : if I am mad. aa jroa tdl me* I 
am what yoo c^n never be. Fools are not madfoikt. STS&V. 

(.4] So verbal— b, so vcrboae, ao foU of talk. JOHNS* 

27 VOL. VII. 
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That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce. 

By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 

And am so near the lack of charity, 

(To accuse myself) I hate you : which I had rather 

You felt, than make't nvy boast. 

Clo, You sin against 
Obedience^ wiiich you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One, bred of alros« and foster'd with cold dishes. 
With scraps o'the court,) it is no contract, none : 
And though it be allowM in meaner parties, 
(Yet who, .than he^ mor« mean ?) to knit their souls 
(On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in self-figur^d.knot ;* 
Yet you are curbM from that enlargement by 
The consequence o'the crown ; and must not «Q>1 
The precious note of it with a base slaves, 
A hilding for a livery, a squire's cloth, 
A pantler, not so em indent. 

Imo^ Profane fell»w ! 
Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more. 
But what thou art, besides, thou. wen too base 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be 8tyl'd« 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferred &• w«ll. 

Clo. The south-fqgTot him ! 

Imo, He never can meet more mischance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His nneanest garment. 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer. 
In my. respect, than all. the hairs abov<e thee, 
tWere they all made such men. — How now, Pisanio ? 

Enter Pisanio. 

CVo. His garment ? Now, the devil— 

//no. To Dorothy -my woman hie thee presently :— 

CVo. His garment ? 

Imo. I am sprighted with a fool ;T 
T'^'righted, and anger'd worse : — Go, bid tny woman 
Seapoh-for a jewel, that too casually 

7X5I A sel&figar'd knot, is a knotformed by yourseK'. JOHNS. 

[6] lf1t i»ctc cwwldercd at a compensation adequate to your virtoes* to be 
■<«t!yledi &c. 'MAL. 

f;;! I am h«anted by a reel as by a iprite, STEEV* 
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Hath left mine arm ;« it was thy master's : 'shrew me, 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think, 
I saw*t this morning : confident I am. 
Last night 'twas on mine arm ; I kiss'd it : 
1 hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord- 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Fia, 'Twill not be lost. 

Imo, I hope so: go, and search. \^Exit PisANia. 

Clo. You have abus'd me : — 
His meanest garment } 

Imo. Ay ; I said so, sir : 
If you will make't an action, call witness to't. 

Clo. I will inform your father. 

Imo, Your mother too : 
She's my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 
To the worst of discontent. \ExU. 

Clo. I'll be reveng'd :— 
His meanest garment ? — Well. [Exit. 



SCENE IV. 

Rome. An Apartment in Philario'« House. Enter Postbu- 

Mus cmd Philaeio.. 

Post. Fear it not, sir : I would, F were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him ? 

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the present winter's state, and wish 
That warmer days would come : In these fear'd hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they fallingr 
I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your cbmpany, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his conn mission throughly : And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages. 
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Po8t, I do believe, ^^ 

[83 That hath aec/<^>f/a//y fallen from my arm by my toa great negligence. 

MALONE. 
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(Statist* thoagh I am none, nor like to be,) 

That this will prove a war; and you shall bei^r 

The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 

In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 

Of any penn) tribute paid. Our countrymen 

Arc nr.en more order'd, than when Julius Cassar 

Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage. 

Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline 

(Now mingled with their courages) will make koowa 

To their approvers,' they are people, auch 

As mend upon the world. 

Enter Iacbimo. 

Phi* See ! lachimo } 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted yoM by land • 
And winds of all the corners kiss d your saiUt 
To make your vessel piopble. 

Phi, Welcome, sir. 

Poat. I hope, the briefness of jroar aoiwer m^e 
The speediness of your return* 

lack. Youi* lady 
Is one the fairest that I have lookM upon. 

Post. And, therewithfkl, the best ; or let her beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts, 
And be false with them. 

lach. Here are letters fop you. 

Poat. Their tenour gPQd, 1 tr^^t» 

lach, *Tis very like. 

Phi, Was Caius Lucius in the Britaia CP^H•« 
When you w^re there ? 

lach. He was expactgd then, 
But not apiproa9h'(!l. 

Poat, All is wejl yet. — 
Sparkles this stoqe as it was wpi>t ? or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing I 

lach. If I have lost it, 
I should have lo^t the worth of it in p^old. 
I'll make a journey twice ^s far, to ^njpy 
A second night of such sweet shortnesst wlMpb 
Was mine ifi Britain ; for the ring is won* 

Poat, The stonts's ijop bard tp cpm^ by. 

Jach, Not a whit. 
Your lady being so easy^ 



\ 



[9] Statctm^fi- See a note 00 Hamlet, Act V.8Q. IL ST^ItV. 
Ci J Tint ||» To tiMtc who tiy. WAAB. 
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Post. Make not, sip, 
Your loss your sport : I hope, yo know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

lach. Good sir, we must. 
If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 
We were to question further : but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour. 
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post, If you can make't apparent 
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand. 
And ring, is' yours : If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses. 
Your sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

lack. Sir, my circumstances, 
Being so near the truth, as I will make them. 
Must first induce you to believe : whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not,. 
You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post, Proceed. 

lach. First, her bed-chamBer, 
(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but, profess, 
Had that was well worth watching,) It was hang'd 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman« 
And Cydnus swell'd above the banks, or for 
The press of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In wofkmanship, and value ; which, I wonderM, 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought. 
Since the true life on't was 

Post, This is true ; 
And this you might have heard of here, by me. 
Op by some other. 

lack. More particulars 
Must justify my knowledge. 

Post, So they must. 
Or do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 
Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaste Dian, bathing: never saw I figures 
27* VOL. VII. 
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So likely to report themselves :* thf catt^ 
Was ab another nature, ^^mh ; outweoi b?^^ 
Motion and breath left oat.' 

Po8t. This is a thing, 
Which you might frpm relation likewise rc;ap.; 
Being, as it is, much spoke of 

lach. The roof o'^he cha^^r 
With golden cherubins is fretted : H^.r ftoA^'DUs 
n had forgot them,) werip tvo winking Cupid^ 
Of silver, each on one foot standiD[|^, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Foat, This is her honour !— 
Let it be granted, you have seen all this, Qand praise 
Be given to your remembrc^i^ce,) the description 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have lai^. 

lach. Vhen, if you can, [Pulling out the bracelet. 
Be pale ,^ 1 beg but leave to air this jewel : See \'^ 
And now 'tis up again : It must be married 
To that your diamond ; 1*11 keep them. 

Post. Jove ! — 
Once more let me behold it : Ijs^ It that 
Which I left with her ? 

lach. Sir, (I thank her,) that : 
She stripped it from her arm ; ^ see her yet,; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift. 
And yet enrich'd it too : She g^ve it me, and sa,id. 
She priz'd it once. 

Post. May be, she plqcl^'d i^ off, 
To send it me. 

Inch, She writes so to you ? doth shp ? 
Post, O, no, BO, no ; *Tis true. Her^, tajc^ this too ; 

{GijifiB thfi rinffr 
It is a basilisk ui>to mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't : — Let there be no bpnoqr. 
Where there is beauty ; "truth, where scmWance; love. 
Where there's another man : The vows of womea 
Of no more bpndage be, to where they are made, » 
Than they are t o their virtues ;* which is. nothing;— 

{2] So near to speech. The italiaai qiU a portrait* when die lUconeis is 
remarkable, 4 speaking picture. lOHNS. 

[3] The meaning is this. The sculptor was as nature, but as nature dumb; 
he gave every thing that nature gives, bat breath smd motion. Ill bnath is 
iuc\nfic<\ speech. JOHNS. 

[4] If you can forbear to flush your cheek with rage. JOHNS. 

ISl The love vO^t^V^R^men ho more abides with him to whom it n 
vo ^^t than xfomtfi, i«dher< to.tjbcir TJMtjiA. JQHNS^ ^ 



O, above meature false ! 

Phi. H?^vQ paUewe. sir, 
And take ypur ring s^g;a,m ; 'Us not. ye^ wqa • 
Xy n»ay be probable', she \oh\ ic ; <iX% 
Who knows if one of her women, hieing ^cropt^^ 
Hath stolen H froiq h^* 

/*o*/'. Very true ; 
And so, I hope, he came by't :— tBa,cV: my rio^ ;-^ 
Render to me some corporal sign abqut b^r, 
More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 

lath. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post, Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears. 
'Tis true ; — nay, keep the ring— »-'tis true : I am sure, 
She would not log^ it : her attendants are 
All sworn, and honourable : — They induced to steal it ! 
And by a stranger i — No, he hath eajoy'd her : 
The cognizance* of her incontinency 
Is this, — sUe hath bought the name of whore thus de&riy . 
-—There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! 

PhL Sir, ^ patient : 
This is not strong enough to be believ'd 
Of one perto^aded well o(-<-*-^ 

Poat, Never talk on't ; 
She hath been col ted by him. 

lach. If you seek 
Foi! fttftiher satisfying, under ber breast 
(Worthy the pvessing,) li«s a mole, right proud 
Of that most delioa;t«- lodging : By my life» 
I kiss'd: it ; aad it gpave me present hunger 
To feed again, thoug\i fulL You do remember 
This staiB upioOthjBr ^ 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm. 
Another atain^ aa big a» hell caa, hotd. 
Were thiere no moE&but'it. 

lach. Will you;heai}ti)orC'?. 

Po9t, ^pajDc your airilhmetic : neTev- count the torat; 
Once,, and a miUiba \ 
lack, LMl be BWAra^o-^-^ 
Post. No swearing. 
If yoMi will; swear you have not dooe't, you lie ; 
And I will kill thee, ifithou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 



C6} Tlie cpgpi99ii«$Wlie. bsids^e ; th^r. tQkf^Q ; tli$ visible proof. TpHNIk 
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lack. I will deny nothing. 

Poat. O, that I bad her here, to tear her limb-meal ! 
I will go there, and do't ; i'the court ; before 
Her father : — I'll do something— [£xiV. 

Phi. Quite besides 
The government of patience ! — You have Won : 
Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself. ' 

lack. With all mjr heart. lExeunt, 



SCENE V. 

The satne. Another Room in the same. Enter Posthumus. 

Poat. '71s there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers i We are bastards all ; 
And that most venerable man, which I ^ 

Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamped ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother seem'd 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. — O vengeance, vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain'd, 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn ; that I thought her 
As chaste as unsunn'd snow :<— O, all the devils !— 
This yellow lachimo, in an hour,— was't not ^— 
Or less, — at first : Perchance he spoke not ; but, 
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one, 
Cry'd, oh I and mounted : found no opposition 
But what he look'd for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guai*d. Could I find oat 
The woman's part in me ! for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but J affirm 
It is the woman's part : Be it lying, note it. 
The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, ditdaio, 
Nice longings, slanders, mutability. 
All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows. 
Why, hers, in part, or all ; but, rather, all : 
For ev'n to vice 

[73 Milton was very probably indebted to this speech for ooe of the ten- 
thneots which be hat imparted to Adam. Paradise Lost, book x. STEEV. 



They are nut ckonstiMEkft, Ymt are changing UiU 

One vice« Wt of a miaute old, £or one 

Kot half so old ^ that. I'll write against them. 

Detest thesn« curse them :<f^Vet His greater skill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very Ci»r^% cannot plague them better. - [F43ntn 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.^Sritain. ' A JRoom of State in CYMaBi.i]iB'« Pa/- 
ace. Enter Cymbeline, ^een, Plotbn^ and LortU, at one 
ifooTf and at another^ Caius Lucius^ and Attendant*. ^ 

Cym. NOW eay, what woal€l Augustus Csssar wiiK ua f 
■ Lue, When Julius C»sar {"whose remembrance yet 
Lives in mmi's eyes ; and will to ears, and tonj^ies, 
Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Ipamous in Casar's praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him. 
And hit succession, granted Riome a tribute. 
Yearly three thousand pounds ; whicti by thee lately 
Is left untender'd. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 
Shall be so ever. 

etc. There be many 'CtMars, 
Epe such anothelp Julias. Britain it 
A world by itiielf ; and we will nothinf^ pay. 
For wearing our own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity. 
Which then they had to take from us, 16 resume 
We have again.-— Remember, sir, my liege. 
The kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natural' bravery of your isle ; which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters ; 
With sa«d9, that will net bear yeur enemies* boats. 
But suclfr them up to the top-mast. A kind of eonquest 
Caesar made here ; but made not here his brmg 
Of, came^ and «aw, and overcame : with shame 
Ctk» fir^ t\k%i »v«F tottch'd him,) he was futrriad 
From oif our coast* twi^e beatan ; ^mA bi§ sk^^M^S* 
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• 

{Poor ignorant baubles !)• on our terrible seas, 
«ike egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crmck'd 
As easily 'gainst our rocks : For joy whereof. 
The famM Cassibelan, who was once at point 
(O. giglet fortune !) to master Caesar's sword. 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright* 
And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo, Come, there's no more tribute to be paid : Our 
kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; and, as I 
said, there is no more such Cssars ; other of them may 
have crooked noses ; but, to owe such strait arms, none. 

Cym, Son, let your mother end. 

Cio, We have yet many among us can gripe as hard 
as Cassibelan : I do not say, I am one ; but I have a 
hand. — Why tribute t why should we pay tribute ^ If 
Caesar can hide the sun from us with a blanket, or put 
the moon in his pocket, we will pay him tribute for 
light ; else, sir, no more tribute, pray you now. 

Cym, You must know. 
Till the injurious Romans did .extort 
This tribute from us, we were free : Caesar's ambition, 
rWhich swell'd so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o'tbe world,) against all colour,' here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off, 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar, 
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws ; (whose use the sword of Caesar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair,.and franchise. 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed. 
Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius, 
Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himself a king. 

Z.UC, I am sorry, Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar 
(Csesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy : 
Receive it from me, then :— War, and confasioB* 
Id Caesar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted :— -Thus defied, 

[8] Ignorant— QMacqaainted with th^ natare of our boisterOQt teas. JOHK* 
i9l •Without «oy pretoneeof rigbt. JOHNSON. 
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I thank thee for myself. . r 

Cym, Thou art welcome, Caius. 
Thy Caesar knighted me ; my youth I spent 
Much iHider him ; of him ^I gather'd honour; 
Which he, to seek of me again, perforce. 
Behoves me l^eep at utterance ;' I am perfect,* 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, ror 
Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent 
Which, not to read, would show the Britons cold : 
So Cxsar shall not find them. 

L.UC. Let proof speak, 

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime 
with us a day, or two, longer: If you seek us afterwards 
in other terms, you shall find us in our salt-water gir- 
dle : if you beat us out of it, it is yours ; if you fall in the 
adventure, our crows shall fare the better for you ; and 
there's an end. 

I^uc. So, sir. 

Cym, I know your master's pleasure, and he mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. [Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 
Another Room in the samt, JSnter Pis anio. 

Pis, How ! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monster's her accuser ? — Leonatus ! 
O, master ! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear ? What false Italian 
(As poisonous tongu'd, as handed,} ^ hath prevailed 
On thy too ready hearing ? — Disloyal f No : 
She's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes, 
More g^oddess-like than wife-like, -such assaults 
As woifld take in some virtue.**— O, ttiy "master 1 
Thy mind toiler is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes.— How ! that I should murder her? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command ?— I, her f — her blood ? 

CI ] Keep a« utterance means to keep at the extremity of defiance. ST£E. 

C3] I am well Informed. So, in Macbeth : 

".——in your state of honour / am perfect.'* JOHNS. 

CBrAboot Shakspeare's time the practice of poisoning was very common 
•in Itaiy, and the suspicion of lulian poisons yet more common, JOHNSON. 

[4] To fke in a town, is to cwguer it. JOHNSON. 
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If It be 80 to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable. How loefely 

That I should teens to Uek lifumanitv, 

So much as tlit» fact comes to^^ D^u': The tittet 

That I hOPf 9em her. By her o>mH c&mnmnd 
Shall give thee ofi^ortunity ;-^0 diamnM p9pef f 
Black as the ink thiat's eifi thee ! senselesv IkiitMe, 
Art thott a feodary fbr this act,' tfod lei^k^st 
So virgin-like without f Lo, here fknti dcrmeo. 

Enter Imogen. 

i am ignorant ia what I am oommaii^edw* 

hno. How new, Pisanie f 

Pm. Madam, here is a letter fren my tord. 

Mo, Who ^ thy lord ^ that is my iordf LeoBttUts f 
O, learn'd indeed were that astronomer, 
That knew the stars, as I his characters ; 
He'd lay the future open. You good goda» 
Let what is here contain'd relish of love. 
Of my lord's health, of his content,— yet not. 
That we two are asunder,->-let that grieve him,-— 
(Some griefs are med'cinable ;) that is one of them, 
For it doth physic love ;? of his contemn t. 
All but in that !— Good wax, tby leave t—Blem'd be, 
You bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike-; 
Though forfeiters you cast tn prison, yet 
You clasp young Cupid's tablea.-<-Good news, gods \ 

^NefKiSd 

Justice, and your fat her* a wrath, ah^uM he take me 
in hie dominion, could not be so cruel to me, aa you, 
the dear eat t(f creeUurea, would not even renew me with 
your eyeaJ JTmhe notice, that 2 am in Cambria^ at Mil- 
fbrd-naven : What your own love will, out qfthia, ad- 
vise yoUi/blioWn SOf he wiahea you ail hafifiineaa, that 
remaina loyal to his vow, and your, increaaing in love, 

LSONATUS POSTHUMUS* 



C5] Art tiMM coo eomHned. art thoa a cti^derateAn thit set ? A ftoiary 
wu an officer to be present noith and assistant to tbit Eschcators in every 
county at thfrfimltHg of offices. Sec. MALONE. 

l6] I am mipractit'd in the arts of murder. 8TEEVENS. 

CtS Tlu« is, grief fbr absence keeps love in health and vigov. JOHNSON. 

C8] This pasage. whkh Is probably erroneous, is nonsense, onlest we sup- 
pose that the word ai has the force of but. •• Your father's wrath could not 
be to cmel to u», bat yoo could recew me with your eyes.'' M. MASON . 
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O, for a horse with wings !— Hear'st thou, Pisanio ? 
~He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. . If one of mean affairs . 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ?— Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord ; who long'st,*— 
O, let me 'bate,— but not like me :— yet long'st,<— 
But in a fainter kind : — O, not like me ; 
For mine's beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick,* 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way. 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all. 
How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
*^'hat we shall make in time, from our hence-going. 
And our return, to excuse :— -but first, how get hence : 
Why should excuse be born or e'er begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, ^eak. 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pia, One score, 'twixt sun and sun. 
Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too. 

Imo, Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding wagers, 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i'the clock's behalf.^-— But this is foolery.-^ 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She'll home to her father : and provide me, presently, 
* A riding-suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's housewife. ^ 

Pia, Madam, you're best consider.' 

Imo» I see before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Kor what ensues ; but have a fog in them. 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pHythee ; 
Do as I. bid thee : There's no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt^ 



C8] Crowd one word on another as fast as possible. STEEVENS. 

[9] This fantastical expression means no more than sand in an hour'glass} 
used to measure time. WARB. 

CI] A franklin is, literally, a freeholder, with a small estate, neither vih 
kuii nor vassal. JOHNSON. 

t23 That is, ' j^fl«V best consider.' M. MASON.**^So afttrwjuds in §6. 
vi« ' I ^Bwre best not call' MALONS. 

28 YOU Yll. 
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Wales, A Mtuataimoui Cotuitryt vfitk a Gmr- JCiifkr BwbAi 

KIUS, GviDBRlUfy 4l9d Aj^VJUHAOVf. 

Bel, A goodly day not to keep, hoqs^, with spch 
Whose roof's as low as ours ! Stoop, boys : This gale 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows yoQ 
To morning's holy office : The gates of monarchic 
Are arch'd so high, that ^giants may jet thrpugh 
And keep their impious turbands on,^ without, 
ixood- morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven ! 
We house iHhe rock, yet o«e thee not so hardly 
As prouder Hvers da 

Out, Hail, heaven ! 

jirv. Hail, heaven ! 

jBel. Now, for our mountain sport: Up to yon faill* 
Your legs are young ; I'll tread these flats. Conu.der« 
When you above perceive me like a crow. 
That it is place, which lessens, and sets oS, 
And you mav then revolve what tales I have told you. 
Of Courts, ot princes, of the tricks in war : 
This service is not service, so being done. 
But being so allow 'd : To apprehend thos« 
Draws us a profit from all things we see : 
And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded beetle^ in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending; for a check ; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ;* 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 
Such gain Jthe cap of him, that makes them finet 
Yet keeps his book uncross'd :* no life to ours. 

Gut, Out of your proof you speak : we, poor unfledg'dy 
Have never wing'd from view o'the nest ; nor know i^ot 

.C33 The idea of a giant wai, among the readers of romancet. viho wtre 
almost aH the rradrrs of thoie tiqies» alwars coaionodtd witk that of a 
Saracen. JOHNSON. 

t4} The beetle whose wings are enclosed within twodxj knskior shariu 
" These cases (says Goldsmith) which beetles have to their wings« Kre the 
more necessary> as. they o£ten live under the surfiice of the cartU la bcdet« 
which they dig opt by their own industry." MALONE. 

t$1 I read>«— ' Richer than doing nothing for a hribri* iHrihininii a 
l»c^ of honour, or the ensign. of an honour, or any thing worn as a niarlc of 
dignity. Holyoak, in hts dictionary, terms k a reviard, ' Gooper« in ais 
Thesaurus, defines it to be a prize, or reward for any garner JOHNSON. 

t63 So, in a Collection of Epigrams. &c. i «o8 : 

" Vet stan<ls he in the debet book aiwnwt.'* STBEVEMI/ 
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What air*8 fW>tn home. Haply, this life iB best. 

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to yon. 

That have a sharper known ; well corresponding. 

With your stiff age : but, unto us. it is^ 

A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ;. 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 

To stride a limit. 

jirv. What should we speak of. 
When we are old as you ^^ when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away f We have seen nothing : 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our valour is, to chace what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison bird,. 
And sing our bondage freely. 

BeL How you speak ! 
Pid you but know the city's usuries. 
And felt them knowingly : the art o*the court, 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 
The fear's as bad as falling: the toil of the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I'the name of fame, and honour; which dies I'the search ;. 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph. 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times, 
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse. 
Must court'sy at the censure :— O^ boys, this story 
The world may read in me : My bodyVi mark'd 
With Roman swords ; and my report was oq^e 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd^ne ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: Then was 1 as a tree. 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will. 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Guu Uncertain favour ! 

BeL My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft,) 

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd 

- - - _i - - ■ ■ --^ ' 

C7J This dread of an old age> onsupplied with matter for distbnrse and 
meditation, is a sentiment natural and noble. No state can be more desti- 
tute than that of him who> when the delights of sense fonake him, has ne 
pleatarA of tht mind. JOHNSON. 
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Before my perfect honour, swore to Cytnbeline, 
I was confederate with the Romans : so. 
Followed my banishment ; and, this twenty years, 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world : 
Where I have liv'd at honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — But,iip to the mountains ; 
This is not hunters' language : — He, that strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o'the feast ; 
To him the other two shall minister ; 
And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the valleys, 

[Exeunt Gui. and Arv, 
Hoiv hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little, they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think, they are mine ; and, though train'd up thus 

meanly 
I'the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them. 
In simple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,— 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father caird Guiderius, — Jove ! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story: say, — 7^/iua mine enemy Jell ; 
^nd thus, I set my foot on his neck ; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats^ 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, CadwaU 
(Once, Arvirdgus,) in as like a figure. 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rous'd !-f- 
O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conscience, knows. 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon. 
At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave : 
Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd, 
They take for natural father. The game is up. [^Exit. 
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SCENE IV. 
Kear MtffhrdSa'ocn. Enter Pisahxo and luoGwtf. 

Itno, Thoutold'st ine» w^ien we came from horse* the' 
place 
Was near at hand:— Ne'er long'd my mother se 
To see me first, as I have noir :— Pisanio ! Maa ! 
Where is PosthtLmusf What is iirthy mind. 
That makes thee stare thus f Wherefore breaks that sigh ^ 
From the inward of thee i One, but painted thas. 
Would be interpreted a thin^ perplexM 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself- 
^Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses; What's the matter f 
Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with- 
A look un tender f If it be summer new«. 
Smile to*t before: if winteriy, thou need'st 
But keep that countenance still— My husband's hand'! 
That drugrdamn'd Italy hath out-craftied him,*^ 

And he's at some bard point Speak« man ; thy toogiie- 

May take off some extren>ity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pia, Please you, read ; 
And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing. 
The most disdain'd of fortune. 

Jmo, [Reads.] Thy mietreaa^ Piaanio^ hiatf> filayed the 
atrwmfiet in my bed : the teatimantea whereof lie bleed* 
ing.in me. I afieak not out of weak aurmiaea s front' 
proof aa atrong aa my grief and aa certain aa I ex fleet 
my revenge. That fiart, thou^ Piaanio^ muat act for 
me^ if thy faith be not tainted with the breach of hera. 
Let thine own handa take away her life : I ahall, give 
thee opfiortunitiea at Milford-ffaven : ahe hath my let- 
ter for the fiurfioae : ' Where y if thou fear to atrike^ and 
to make, me certain it ia done, thou art the jfiandar to > 
her diahonour, and equally to me dialoyaL 

Pia. What shall I need to draw my sword? the paper 
Hath^ut her throat already.— No, 'tis slander ; 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile ;^ whose breath 

t8] This ii another allusion to Italian poisons. jOHNSON> 
t^l Serpents and dragons by the old writers were called wonnt* STE&V* * 
28^^ VOL, VII. 
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Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 

All corners of the world : kings, queens* and states^" 

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 

This viperous slander enters. — What cheer, madam ? 

Imo. False to his bed ! what is it, to be false ^ 
To lie in watch there, and to think oh him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock t if sleep charge nature. 
To break it with a fearful dream of him. 
And cry myself awake ^ that's false to his bed t 
U it ?^ 

Pis, Alas, good lady ! 

Imo, I false f Thy conscience witness :-— lachimo^ 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now, methinks. 
Thy favour's good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 
Whose mother was her painting,' hath betray 'd him : 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I must be ripp'd ; ^-.to pieces with me !— O, 
Men's vows are women's traitors .* All good seeming, 
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villainy ; not born, where 't grows ; 



C t } Scatet^persons of high rank. JO H NSON. 

|3] There b a prettiness in this expression ; putta. In Italian, sigiiifyiog 
both a jay and a luhore : 1 suppose from the gay feathers of that bird. 

WARBURTON. 

Some jay of Italy, made by art the creature, not of natare, but of paint* 
■ing. In this sense, painting may be not improperly termed her mother. 

J OHNSON. 

{33 To hang by the ivaiis, dofs not mean, to be converted into hangings fer 
a room, bat to be hung up, as useless, among the neglected contents of a. 
•wardrobC' So, in Measure for Measure : 

" That have, like unscour'd armour, hung bv the noali," 

When a boy, at an ancient mansion-house in Softolk, I saw one of these 
reiK>sitorie8, which (thiinks to a succession of old maids I) had been preserved* 
with superstitious reverence, for almost a century and a half. 

Clothes were not formerly, as at present, made of light materials, were 
not kept in drawers, or given away as soon as lapse of time or change of 
fashion had impaired their valae. On the contrary, they were hung up on 
wooden pegs in a room appropriated to the sole purpose w receipting them ; 
and rhoogh such cast-off things as were composed of rich substances, were 
occasionally ripped for domestic uses, (viz. mantles for infants, rests for 
children, and counterpanes for beds,} articles of inferior quality were suffered 
to hang by the ivalh, till age and moths h^d destroyed what pride wonkl not 
permit to be worn by servants or poor relations. 

<' Commitem horridolum trita donare lacerna>" . 
seems to have been customary among our ancestors.— When Qtieen Elisabeth 
died, she was fou nd to have left above three thousand dresses behind her ; 
and there is yet in the wardrobe of Covent-Gardcn Theatre, a rich suit of 
clothes that once belonged to King James I. When I saw it last, it was on 
the back of Justice Greedy, a duiracter in Afsissinger's Ne^ Way to pay Qli 
JHbth STS]&V£NS. ' 
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But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Pi%, Good madam, hear me. 

Imo* True honest men being heard, like false ^neas, 
Were, in his time, thought false : and Sinon's weeping 
Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
From most true wretchedness : So, thou, Posth^mus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, shall be false, and perjur'd. 
From thy great fail.— Come, fellow, be thou honest ; 
Do thou thy master's bidding: When tliou see'st him, 
A little witness my obedience : Look ! ' >s/ 

I draw the sword myself : take it ; and hit s 

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart : 
Fear not ; 'tis empty of all things, but grief : 
Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed. 
The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 
Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause ; 
But now thou seem'st a coward. 

Pia, Hence, vile instrument ! 
Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

Imo, Why, I must die ; 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
Ko servant of thy master's : Against self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine, 

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart ; 
Something's afore't : — Soft, soft ; we'll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here i 
The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All tum'd to heresy ? Away, away. 
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : Though those that are betray'd 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 
And thou, Posthlimus, thou that didst set up 
My disobedience 'gainst the king my father, 
And make me put into -contempt the suits 
Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself. 
To think, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her* 
That now them tir'st on,* how thy memory 



f 3] So, In Hamlet : " It wonid cost yoa a groaning to take off mine edge,** 

STEEVRPfS. 
t4] A hawk is nid to lire apon that which the petks ; tscnfftrer, Fr. JOB* 
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Will then be pang'd by me.— Pr'ythee, despatch : 
The lamb entreats the botcher ; Where's thy knife ? 
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding. 
When I desire it too. 

Pia. O gracions lady. 
Since I receiv'd command to do this businessi 
I have not slept one wink. 

Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pis, I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

Imo. Wherefore then 
Didst undertake it f Why hast thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence i this place f 
Mine action, and thine own ? our horses' labour^ 
The time inviting thee f the perturb *d court, 
For my being absent ; whereunto I never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone so far. 
To be unbent,' when thou hast ta*en thy stand. 
The elected deer before thee f 

Pis, But to win time 
To lose so bad employment : in the which 
I have consider'd of a course ; Good lady, n 

Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 
I have heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear. 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound. 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis, Then, madam, 
I thought you would not back again. 

Imo, Most like ; 
Bringing roe here to kill me^ 

Pis. Not so, neither : 
But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be^ 
But that my master is abus'd : ^ 

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo, Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis, No, on my life. 
Ill give but notice you are dead, and send hin^ 
Some bloody sign of it ; for 'tis commanded 
I should do so : You shall be miss'd at court* 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo, Why, good fellow, 

f 53 To hivt tliy l^w.wbeM« aBodter to a kafltcr. J0HM8. 
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What shall I do the while } Where bide i How Hve ^ 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband i 

Pis, If you'll back to the court,— 

Into. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing ; 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been (o me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pis. If not at court, 
Then not in Britain must you bide. 

Into, Where then ? 
Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night. 
Are they not but in Britain ? Tthe world's volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 
In a great pool, a swan's nest ; Fr'ythee, think 
There's livers outof Britain. 

Pis. I am most glad 
You think of other place. The embassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is,^ and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be. 
But by self-danger ; you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view •,^ yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least, . 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear^ 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo, O, for such means ! 
Though peril to my modesty, not death on't, 
I would adventure. 

Pis, Well then, here's the point : 
You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceness, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly. 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel : nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 

[6] To wear a dark mliid, is to carry a mind impenetrable to the search of 
others. Darkness, applied to the mind> is secrecy ; applied to the fortune, is 
ohecurity. The next lines ar« obscure. Yon must, says Pisanio, disuse 
that greatness, which, to appear hereafter in its proper form, cannot ytt a^ 
pear withoot great dangertb itself. JOHNS ON. 

C7] With Qpportttnities 9f examining year tiSaln with your own eyes. 

JOHNSON*' 



54 CtMBXLllUU Att tH. 

Exposing it (bat, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack no remedy f) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan ; and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, whertio 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo* Nay, be brief: 
1 see into thy end^ and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
rris in my cloak bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : Would you, in their serving. 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, *fore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy,* (which you'll make himkliov, 
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless. 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable. 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad 
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supply ment 

ftno, Fhou art all the comfort 
The gods will diet me with. PWythee, away : 
There's more to be consider'd ; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us :^ This attempt 
I'm soldier to,' and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pi9. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell; 
Lest, being miss'd, X be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress. 
Here is a box : I had it from the queen ; 
What's in't is precious : if you are sick at sea. 
Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper.— To some shade. 
And fit you to your manhood :— May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! ^ 

Imo. Amen : I thank thee. [Exeunt. 



i 



C8] Wlierein yoa are acemplished, 8T£EV£NS* 

[9] We'll nMke oar work even widi our tiaie ; we'll do what time will 
idlow. JOHNSON. 
Ci ] I bKve inliited sind boifeid tnrielf to it.. WARBUllTON. 
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SCENE V. 

M Hoom in Cym bbiiIhb'i Paiaee. Enter CYMBXLi2fB» ffuieih 

CLOTBMy Lucius, and Lortk* 

Cym. Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanki^ royal sir. 
My emperor hath wrote ; I must fironv hence ; 
And am right sorry, that. I roust report ye 
My master's enemy* 

Cym, Our subjects, sir. 
Will not endure his yoke; and for ^urself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 
. Luc. So, sir, I desire of you. 
A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven.— 
Madaqi* all joy be&l your graoe, and you ! 

Cynu My lords* you are appointed for that office ; 
The due ot honour in no point omit :-^ 
So, farewell,. npble Lu.cius« 

Luc. Your hand, my lord 

Clo. Receive. it friendly : but ficora t^is timefinth 
I wear it as your euemy« 

Luc. Sir, the event 
Is yet to name the winner : Fare you welL 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords. 
Till he hs^ve crosa'dthe Sevejui-rmHappiness ! 

TExeuni lAJcivs^f ami Lord*. 

Queen. He goes hence trowning : but it honeuTB'US^ 
That we. have given him cause. 

Clo. 'Tis all the better ; 
Tour valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym, Lucius hAtK wrote already to the emperor ^ 

How it goes h^p^ U fits us therefore, ripely. 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness ; 
The powers tha^ he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be draw^to head, from whence he moves 
His war {pr Britala.. 

Queen. 'Tis not sleepy teslness ; 
But must be looked to speedily, and strongly. 

Cym, Our ^xpeotatioa that it would be thus. 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen. 
Where is our daughter ? She hath not appear*d 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tenderM 
The duty of the day : She looks us like 



L 
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A thing more made of malice, than of doty : 
We have noted it. — Call her before us ; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

lExU an Aitendant. 
Queen, Royal sir. 
Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 
'Tis time must do. 'Beseech your majesty. 
Forbear sharp speeches to her : She's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes. 
And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant'. 

Cym. Where is she, sir ? How 
Can her contempt be answer'd ^ 

Attend* Please you, sir. 
Her chambers are all lock'd ; and there's no answer 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her. 
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping cloee ; 
Whereto constraint by her infirmity, 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you. 
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 
She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. ' 

Cym, Her doors lock'd f 
Not seen of late i Grant, heavens, that which I fear. 
Prove false ! lExit, 

8ueen, Son, I say, follow the king. 
lo. That man of her's, Pisanio, her old servant, 
I have not seen these two days. 

Queen, Go, look after.— [Exit Clotei^ 

Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthtimus !— 
He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her. 
Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seiz'd her ; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she's flown 
To her desir'd Posthtimus : Gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either : She being down, 
I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter ChOiyLTSt. 
How now, my son i 
do, 'Tis certain she is fl^d t 
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Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages ; none « 

Dare come about him. 

Queen. All'the better : May 
This night forestall him of the 'coming day ! [JSjr/ir. 

do, I love, and hate her : for she's fair and royal ; 
And that she hath all courtly part^ more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman ;* from ever one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded. 
Outsells them all : I love her therefore ; but. 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthtimus, slanders so 'her j^udgment, 
That what's else rare, is chok'd ; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 

Enter Pisanxo. 

Shall— -Who is here ? what ! are you packing, sirrah f 
Come hither : Ah, you precious pandar ! Villain, 
Where is thy lady f In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. , 

JHia. O, good my lord ! 

Clo, Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter 
I will not ask again. Close villain, 
I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus ? 
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pis. Alas, my lord. 
How can she be with him ? When woa she miss'd ? 
He is in Rome. 

Clo, Where is she, sir ? Come nearer ; 
No further halting : satisfy me hone, 
What is become ci her f 

PU, O, my all-worthy lord 1 

Clo. All-worthy villain ! 
Discover where thy mistress is, at once, 
At the next word,«-No more of ^yorthy lovd,— • 
Spea.k, or thy silence on the instant is . 
liw condemnation and thy death. 

jPis* Then, sir. 
This paper is the history •f my knowledge 
Touching her flight. {Presenting a letter^ 

Clo. Let's see't i— I will pursue her 

r33 She hat atl coortly parts, tayt br, more exquisite thai SDT Wt* 
all ladies, tluQ all womankind. JOHNSON. 

29 VOL. VII. 
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fiven to AagutiDs' throne. 

Pi a. Or this, or perish. ^ 

She's far eriough ; and what be leftmsiiy this, V Jiddt. 
May prove his travel, not her danger. J^ 

Clo. Humph ! 

.Ptt.rUwntetomylord^he'sdead. O Imogen, 1 ^ .. 
Safe may'st thou wander, safe retnm again ! 5 "^^^' 

do. Sirrah, is this letter troe f 

Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo, It is Postkumus' hand ; I know't.-^8irrah, if 
(thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service ; 
•undergo ^ose employments, wherein I should have 
cause to use thee, with a serious industry,— that is, what 
-villainy soe'er I bid thee do, to perform it, divoctly and 
truly, — I would think thee an honest man : thou shool^st 
neither want my means for tby relief, nor my voice for 
thy preferment. 

Pi9» Well, my good lord. 

C7o. Wilt thou serve me f For since patiently and con- 
<8tantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that beggar 
Posthumu8,.thou canst not in the course of gratitude but 
be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou serve me ? 

Pta. Sir. I will. 

Clo, Give me thy hand, here*9 my purse* Hast any 
•of thy late ma8ter*8 garments in thy possession f 

Pis, I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit 
he wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress. 
- Clo, The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit 
hither : let it be thy first service ; ga 

Pia, I shall, my lord. [Exit. 

Clo, Meet thee at Milford-Haven :— I forgot to ask 
>him one thing ; Pll remember't anon :«-£ven there 
thou viHain, Posthumus, will I kill thee.«-I would, these 
l^rments were come. She said upon a time, (the bitter- 
•ness of it I now belch from my heart,) that she held the 
very garment of Posthumus in more respeet than my 
jDoble and natural person, together with ;the adomnkeat 
of my qualities. With that «uit Aipon my back, wiU I 
ravish her : First kill him, and in her eyes ; thete ^aU 
«he see my valour, which will then be a torment to her 
.<:oniempt. Be on tbe. ground, my speech of instiUmeot 
.<:nded on his dead body, — and when my lost hath dined, 
tvvhich, as I say, to vex her, J will execute in thfi clothe 
X^J\^ ^He so praised,) to the pourt V\\ )uLQck, her backt 
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foot her home again. She hath despised itae fejoitingly, 
and ril be merry in my revenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, with^the Clothes.^ 

—Be those the garments? 

Pis, Ay, my noble lord; 

Clo. How long is't since she went to Milfbrd-Haven ^ 

Pis, She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber.; that is the 
second thing that I have commanded thee : the third is, 
that thou shall be a voluntary mute to my design. Bier 
but duteous, and true preferment sltaU tender itself to 
thee.-^My revenge is now at Milford ; 'Would I had 
wings to follow it !— Come, and be true. {Exit. 

Pia, Thou bidd'st me to my loss : for, true to thee. 
Were to prove false, which I will never be, 
To him that is most true. — To Milford go, 
And find not her whom thou purtu'st. Flow, fiow. 
You heavenly* blessings, on her ! This fool's speed 
Be cross'd with slowness ; labour be his meed ! \_Exit, 

SCENE VI. 

Before the Cave of BzhAtiivs. Enter Imogen^ in BeyU Clothe*,, 

Imo, I see, a man's life is a tedious one : 
I have tir'd myself ; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sickt 
But that my resolution helps me.— Milford, 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd thee, 
Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think. 
Foundations fly the wretched : such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars told me, 
I could not miss my way: Will poor folks Be, 
That have afflictions on them ; Knowing 'tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonder. 
When rich ones ^scarce tell true : To lapse in fulness 
Is sorer, than to lie for need ;3 and falsehood 
Is worse in kings, than beggars.- My dear lord ! 
Thou art one o'the false ones : Now I think on thee, 
My hun|;er's gone ; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food.— But what is this ? 
Here is a path to it : 'Tis some savage hold : 
I were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine, 

133 b sorer«— is a greater or heavier crime. JOHNSON. 
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Ere clean it 6'erthrow nature, makes it Taliant • 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards; hardness ever 
Of hardiness is mother. — Ho ! who's here ? , 
If any thing that's civil, speak ; if savage. 
Take, or lend. — Ho ! — No answer ^ then I'll enter- 
Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't. 
Such a foe, good heavens ! [^She goes into the cave: 

Unter Bklajiiu8» Guxdkaius, am/ Arviragos. 

BeL You, Polydore, have prov'd best woodman,^ and 
Are master of the feast : Cadwal, and I, 
Will play the cook and servant ; 'tis our match :' 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die» 
But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs 
Will make what's homely, savoury : WearinesS' 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard.— Now, peace be here. 
Poor house, that keep'st thyself i 

GuL I am throughly weary. 

jirv* I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 

Gui, There is cold meat i'the cave ; we'll browze on 
that, 
Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd, 

BcL Stay ; come not in : \^Lookmg iih 

But that it'eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Gut. What's the matter, sir f 

BeL By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not. 
An earthly paragon !-— Behold divineness 
No elder than a boy ! 

£nter Imogen. 

Imo, Good masters, harnji me not : 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : Good troth, 
I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had found 
Gold strew'd o'the floor. Here's money fbr my meat ; 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
With pravers for the provider. • 

Gut, Money, youth r 

.4rv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt ! 



C4I A^nvoodman in iti common acceptMioD* tignifies a hunter* STEEV 
C^] That U, ovr cmf^act. See p. 48« 1. 9. STEEVSNS.. 



As 'tis no better rcckon'd, bat of Xhost 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Into, I see, you are angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Havt died, had I not made it 

Bel. Whither bound i 

Imo, To Milford-Haveo, sir. 

Bel, What is your name f 

Imo, Fideie, sir : I have a kinsman, who 
IS'bound for Italy ; he embarkM at Mitford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in this offence. 

Bel, Pr'ythee, fair youth. 
Think us no churls ^ nor measure our good minds 
By this rode place we live in. Well encounter'd ! 
' Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it.— - 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gut, Were you a woman, youth, 
I should woo hard, but be your groom.— In honesty, 
I bid for you," as Td buy. 
■ jirv, I'll make't my comfort. 
He is a man ; I'll love him as ray brother :-* 
And such a welcome as Td give to him. 
After a long absence, such as yours :— Most welcome 
Be sprightly, fw^you fall 'mongst friends. 

Imo, 'Mongst friends ! 1 ' 

If brothers f— 'Would it had been so, that they j 
Had been my father's sons I then had my prize yjitide. 
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting j 

To thee, Posthtimus.* J 

Bel. He wrings at some distreftt. 

Gui. 'Would, 1 coBld free't ! 

jlrv. Or 1 ; whatever it be. 
What pain it cost^ what danger! Gods! 

^f/. Hark, boys. \^Wln9jfier4ng'» 

Imo, Great men. 
That had a court n& bigger than this cave. 
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal'd them, (laying by 
That nothing gift of dlfiering multitudes,)^ _^^_ 

,C6I Had I been Irss a priae^ I shcMiUI not have been too htwj §at VottlHl* 
mus. JOHNSON. 

ill Dlfrcring— may be » general epithet^ and the eSMrctskm cnivtiest I* 
tbt many-headtd rabble. JOHNSON. 

29* VOL, VH. 
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Ere clean it overthrow nature, makes it Taliant 

^^^^^^^^^i-jMuljnfiaf e, breeds cowards ; hardness ever 
Since Leonatus* xaise. • .v...^a ..^--r ■->o,rv^ 

BeL It shall be so : 
Boys, we'll go dress our hunt.— Fair jrouth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'd. 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Guf. Pray, draw near. 

Arv* The night to the owl, and mom to the lark, less 
welcome. 

Imo, Thanks, sir. 

Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt* 



SCENE VIL 

Jlome. Enttr two Senaton and 7V/^ner. 

1 Sen, This is the tenor of the emperer's writ ; 
That since the common men are now in action 
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians,* 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen-off Britons ; that we do incite 
The gentry to this business : He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunesi 
For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission.' Long live Ctesar ! 

Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces f 

'J Sen, Ay. 

Tri, Remaining now lii Gallia f 

1 Sen. With those legiona 
Which I have spoke of, whereunta your levy 
Must be supplyant i- The worda of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri. We will discharge our duty. [ExeunL 



.^[8] These facts are hiitoiicaL JOHNSON. 

(93 He commands the commitston tobe siven to you. So tre say« I trfkfed^ 
the materials to the workmen. JOHNSON > 
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As 'tis no better rcckon'd, bat of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

SCEK£ l,^Tlic Fareit^ nearthe Cm9e. jffnCer CiOTBV. 

C/o. I am near to the place where they should meett 
if Pisanio have mapped It tmly. How fit his gtinnents- 
serve me \ Why should his mistress, who was made by 
him that made the tailor, not he fit too? the rather 
(saving reverence of the word) for 'tis said, a woman's 
fitness comes by fits- Therein I must play the work- 
man. I dare speak it to myself, (for it is not vain-glory^ 
for a man and his glass to confer ; in his own chamber, 
I mean,) the lines of my body.are as well drawn as his ; 
no less young, more strong, not beneath hinv in fortunes, 
beyond him in the advantage of the time,^bove him in 
birth, alike conversant in general service8> and more 
'remarkable in single oppositions : yet this imperseve*^ 
rant thing loves him in my despite. What mortality is I 
Posthumus, thy head, which ilow is growing upon thy 
shoulders, shall within this hour be off; thy mistress 
enforced ; thy garments cut to pieces before thy face ; 
and all this done, spurn her home to her father ; whe> 
may, haply, be a little angry for my so rough usage r 
but my mother, having power of his testiness, shall tura 
all into my commendations. My horse is tied up safe : 
Out, sword, and to a sore purpose ! Fortune, put them 
into my hand ! This is the very description of their 
meeting-place ; and the fellow dares not deceive me. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Before the Cofoe, Enterffrom the Cave^ Bxlauivs, GvxdKrzvSi 

Arviragus^ oiu/ Imogbn. 

Bel, You are not well : {To Imo.] remain here in the 
cave ; 
We'll come to you after hunting. 

jlrv, Brother, stay here : [7b Imogen. 

Are we not brothers^ 

Imo, So man and man should be ; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity. 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 

GuL Go you to hulking, I'll abide with him. 

Jmo. So sick I am not ;— yet I am not well : 



But not to citizen a wanton, as 

To seem to die, ere sick : So please yoo, leave me ; 

Stick to your journal co6rse : tli« breach of custom 

Is breach of all. ■ I am ill ; but your being by me 

Canti6t amend me : Society is no comfbrt 

To one not sociable : I'm not rery siok, 

Since I can reason of it. Pray you« trust me here : 

I'll rob none but myself ; and let me die, 

Stealing so poorly. 

6ttf . 1 love thee ; I have spoke it : 
How much the quantity, the weight as mach» 
As I do love my father. 

Bel. What ^ how i how i 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say. 
Love's reason's without reason ; the bier at door. 
And a demand who is't shall diepl'd say, 
Myfather^ not thia youth, 

Bel, O noble strain ! [A%ide» 

worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 
Cowards father cowards, and base things sire base : 
Nature hath meal, and bran ; contempt, and grace. 

1 am not their father ; yet who this should be, 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me.*-** 

'Xis the ninth hour o'the morn. 

Arv, Brother, farewell. 

Imo, I wish ye sport. 

jirv. You health .•^So please yon, sir. 

Imo. {Aside.'] These are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies I have heard ! 
Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court : 
Experience, O, thou disprov'st report ! 
The imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish. 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 
I am sick still ; heart-sick :— Pisanio, 
I'll now taste of thy drug. 

Gui. I could not stir him :* 
He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate \^ 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 

Arv. Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereafter - 

CO Keep yoor daity coaftt unintemlpted ; if the stated plata of life b once 
broken, nothiufftatows but confusion. JOMNSOK. 

[2] Not move him t» tdl kiA stqry. JOHNSOH. 

tZl Gentle— irwtll-bora^ of birth above the vtilgar. JOHNSON; 



# 
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I might know more. 

Bel. Vo the fields to the field :— 
We'll leave you for this time ; go in, and resfe. 

Arv, We'll not be long away. 

BeL Pray, be not sick, 
* For you must be our housewife. 

Imo, Well, or iil» 
I am bound to you. 

BeL And so shalt be ever. [Exit IMOCKV «. 

This youth, howe'er distress'd, appearst he hath had . 
Good ancestors. 

jirv. How angel-like he sings ! 

Gui, But his neat cookery ! He cot our roots in Gh|^ 
acters ; ^ ^ " 

And sauc'd our broths, as jfuno had been sick» 
And he her dieter. 

jii^. Nobly he yokes 
A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 
The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to convmix 
With winds that sailors rail at.. 

Gui. 1 do note. 
That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their spurs together.^ 

\/irv. Grow, patience ! 
And let the stinking elder, grief,, untwine 
His periBhing root, with the increasing vine i' 

BeL It is great morning.^ Come; away.^-WhcT^ 
there ? 

Enter Cloten. 

Clo, I cannot find those runagates ; that villaiii' 
Hath roock'd me : — I am £atnt. 

BeL Those runagates ! 
Means he not us ^ I partly know him ; 'tis 
Cloten, the son o'the queen. I fear some ambush. 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 

I know 'tis he : — We arc held as out-laws :— -Hence. 

1 . — — — — " ' f . 

C4] Spurs are the loagett and largest leading roots of trees. MALONE. 

C5] Sbakqxare bad only seen English vines which grow against walls, and 
therrfore may be sometimes entangled with the elder* Parhaps we shoold 
read— tin/ivifK— /r0M the vine* JOHNSON. 

Mr. Hawkins proposes to read entnvine. He says> '* Let the stinking elder 
EPricf] entwine his root with the vine cPa^iience J and in Cbvend* Tatitiice 
must outgrow grief." STEEVENS. 

C6] A Gallicism. Gttmiiemrn 8TEEVEM& 
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Gui, He is but erne : You and my broUier search 
What companies are near : pray yoo, away ; 
Let me alone with bim. 

lExeunt B%LAiktV9 and AsTtRAeus. 

Clo, Soft ! what are you 
Tbat fly me thus f some villaiii moantaineert? . 
I have heard of sucik— What slave art thoo f 

Gui. K thing 
More slavish did 1 ne'er, than answering 
Jt siave without a knoek. 

€lo Thou art a robber, 
A law-breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thSet 

Out. To whom ? to thee ? What art thou ^ Have not I 
An arm as big as thine f a heart as big f 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art; 
Why I should yield to thee i 

Cio. Thou villain base, 
Know'st me not by my clothes^ 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal. 
Who is thy grandfather ; be made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlet, 
My tailor made them not. 

Gui, Hence then, and thank 
The man that gave them thee. Thou are some fool ; 
I am loath to beat thee. 

do. Thou Injurious thief. 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gui, What's thy name f 

Clo, Cloten, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it ; were*t toad» or adderi spider, 
'T would move me sooner. 

Clo, To thy further fear, ■ 
Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou .shalt know 
I'm son to the queen. 

Gui. Vm sorry for't ; not seeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 

Cio. Art not afeard f 

Gui, Those that I reverence, those I ftear ; the irise : 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

Cio, Die the death : 
When I have slain thee with my proper hand* 
ru follow those that •von now fied tieiiGt»c. 
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And on tKe ga^i of hvA*9 town set your Ihdh^s : 
Yield, ruitic maanuipeer. iS^^wit^J^hfjiytf 

Mnter Belarius and Aitv.iRAQUS. 

Bel. No conipany's abroad. 

Arv, None in the world : Yon did mittake him* sure. 

Bel. I cannot teU : liong ia it aince I taw hioit 
But time hath noUiing blnrr'd those lines of favour 
Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice. 
And burst of speaking, were as his :t ) am absolute, 
'•Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them : 
I wish my brother make good time with him. 
You say ne is so fell. 

BeL Being scarce made np, 
I mean, to man, he had not appreb^nsion 
Of roaring terrors ; for ihe effect of jqdgment 
Is oft the cause of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guiderivs, tvith Cloten** head* 

Gui, This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse. 
There was no money in't : not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had noqe : 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

BeL What hast thou done } 

GuL I am perfect, what :< cut off one Cloten's he^. 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who caird me traitor, mountaineer ; and awofe> 
With his own single hand he'd take us In, 
Displace our heads, where (thank the gods !) they grow, 
And set them on Lud's tow-n« 

Bel, We are all undone^ 

GuL Why? worthy father, what have we to lose* 
But, that he swore to tak^, our lives^ The law 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender. 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge, and e^cecutiqner, all himself; 
For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ^ 

BeL No single soul 

C73 This U one oF oar aathor's ttrokei of obscrratioQ. An abnifit and to* 
raoltttotti ntterance very frequently accooaaniei a coofaied fod daoUy^an* 
derscandiog. JOHNSON. 

183 I ami itwf/ ui/rmffif* what. JOHNSOW. 
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Can we set eye on, bot, in all safe feason, 

He mtist have some attendants. TKongh his hamear 

Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that 

From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzv, not 

Absolute madness could so far have rav'd. 

To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps. 

It may be heard at court, that such as we 

Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 

May make some stronger head : the which he hearing, 

(As it is lilLe him,) might break out. and swear 

He'd fetch us in ; yet is't not probal>le 

To come alone, either he so undertaking. 

Or they so suffering : then on good ground we fear. 

If we do fear this' body hath a tail 

More perilous than the head. 

^rv. Let ordinance 
Come as the gods foresay it : howsoever. 
My brother hath done well. 

BeL 1 had no mind 
To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness 
Did make my way longs^forth.* 

Gui. With his own sword. 
Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta^en 
His head from him : I'll throw*t1nto the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea. 
And tell the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten : 
That's all I reck. \^Exit. 

BeL I fear, 'twill be revenged : 
*Would, Polydore, thou had'st not done*t \ though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. *Woold I had done*t. 
So the revenge alone pursued me ! — Polydore, 
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much. 
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed : I would, revenges. 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us throuj^, 
And put us to our answer. 

Bel. Well. His done :— 
We*ll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there's no profit I pr'ythee, to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cooks : Fll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arv* Poor sick Fidele ! 
I'll willingly to him : To gain his colour, 

t93 Fidele't tlckiien made taf walk forth firom the cave tedious. JOHMft. 
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I'd let a parish of such Clotens blood* 

And praise myself for charity. [Exit. 

BeL O thou goddess. 
Thou, divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon *st 
In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head: and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchafd, as the rud*st wind. 
That by the tq;> doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful, 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unleam'd; honour untaught; 
Civility not seen from other ; valour, / 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow*d ! Yet still it's strange. 
What Cloten*s being here to us portends ; 
Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guiderius. 

GuL Where's my brother ? 
I have sent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream. 
In embassy to his mother ; his body's hostage 
For his return. ISolemn musics 

BeL My ingenious instrument ! 
Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ! Hark ! 

Gui, Is he at home t 

BeL He went hence even now. 

GuL What does- he mean^ since death of my dear'st 
mother 
It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter f 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief ibr boys. 
Is Cadwal mad f 

JRe-etoer Arvxuagus, bearing Imogen as dead, injiit arms. 

BeL Lo(^, here he comes. 
And brings the dire occasion in his arms, 
Of ,what we blame him for ! 

Arv, The bird is dead. 
That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty. 
To have tum'd my leaping time into a cratch. 
Than have seen this. 

30 VOL. vir. 



70 CTMBELIMB. » ACT Mr, 

Gui. p sweetest, fairest lily ! 
My brother wears thee aot the one half so well. 
As when thou grew'st thyself! 

Bel, O, melancholy ! 
Who ever yet coold sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy slog^gish crare 
Might eamliest harbour in M— Thou blessed thing ! 
Jove knows what man thou might'st have made ; but I, 
Thou died*st, a most rare boy, of melancholy !— 
How found you him ? 

jlrv. Stark, as you see :• 
Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber. 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at : his right cheek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

GuL Where ? 

j4rv, O* the floor ; 
His arms thus leagu'd : I thought, he slept ; and pot 
My clouted bcogueb^ from ofif my feet, whose rudeness 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Gui, Why, he but bleeps : 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 
And worms will not come to thee. 

jirv. With fairest flowers. 
Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele» 
ril sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sw4»eten'd not thy breath : the ruddock woald, 
With charita'ble hill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let^heir fathers lie 
Without a monument 1) bring thee all this ; 
Yea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-ground thy corse.* 

1 1 ] A crare* stiyi the author of The Rrviaal, Is a ■m all tradiog TCtiel* 
calledin the Latin of the middle agesjcrayera. STEEVENft. 

[2] S/ar*-i. e. itMT. STEEVENS: 

[33 Clouted brogues are shoes streii]|;thened with chut dr h^^taUm. It 
some parts of England, thin plates of iron cailrd ciwiu are likewite ^^ 
to the shoes of ploughmen and other rustics. Brgg is the Irish word for y 
kind of shoe peculiar to that Iiipgdoni. STEEVEMS. 

[43 To winter-ground a plant, is to protect it fi>om the Ineicnieacy of ' 
the winter season, by straw»dung» && laid over itr lliift precanrioniscoiS* 

ajonly taken in respect ot* render trees or 'flowers^ such as Xvlra.^^' '^ 
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Guu Pr'ythee, have done ; 
And'do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him. 
And not protract with adnniration what 
Is now due debt. To the grave. - | 

Arv. Say, where shall's lay him ? 

Guu By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv, Be't so : 
And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Guu Cadwal, 
I cannot sing : I'll weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv^ Well speak it then. 

BeL Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys : 
And, though he came our enemy, remember. 
He was paid for that : though mean and mighty, rotting 
Together, have one dust ; yet reverence, 
(That angel of the world) ^ doth make distinction 
Of place 'tweep high and low. Our foe was princely ; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gut, Pray you, fetch him hither. 
Thersites' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Arv, If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll say our song the whilst. — Brother, begin. 

l^Exit Belarius. 

Gui, Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the east ; 
My father hath a reason for't. 

Arv, 'Tis true. 

Guu Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv, So,— Begin. 



loved Fidele« represents her to be. Tlie ruddock is the red-brent, and ii to 
called by Chaucer and Spenser. STEEVEN8.— — In rsffwcMtfa. or «tfMr« 
Secrets, &C' 410 1596, it is said, " The .robin nsdfarcst if lie nod a sdoui or 
woman dead, willcover all the face with motse, and •oaitthialaitthtirQic 
body should remaine nnboried that he woold corer the whole body dM." 

C4] Reverence, or doe regard to sobordiiiatlon« ii dbe power that 
peace and order in the W9nd JOHNSON. 
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SOKG. 

Gui. Fear no more the heat o*the aun^ 
l» JSTor the furious winter*^ rages $ 
Thou thy wordly task hast done^ 

Home art gone^ and ta*en thy wages : 
Golden lads and girls all must^ 
As Lhimney-sv)eefiers^ come to dust, 

Arv. Fear no more thefrovm 6*the great,^ 

Thou art fiast the tyrant*s stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe^ and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The scefttre^ learnings flhysic, must 
jlllfolhtv this, and come to dust,^ 

Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flashy 
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder^stones. 

Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash ; 
Arv. Thou hast flnish*d joy and moan. 

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

Qui. JVb exorciser harm thee / 

Arv. J^or no withcrqft charm thee .* 

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 
Arv. JS/othing HI come near thee ! 

Both. Quiet consutnmation have ; 

And renowned be thy grave /^ 

Re-enter Belarius, with the body o^Clotem. 

Gui, We have done our obsequies : Come, lay him 
down. 

Bel, Here's a few flowers; but about [nidn>|;ht,inare: 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o'the nlght« 
Are strewings fittest for. graves.— Upon their faces :— 
You were as flowers, now withered : even so 

[5] This is the topic of consolation that nature dictates to all men on these 
occasions. The same farewell we have over the dead body in Luc^an. 

WARBURTON. 

[6] The poet*s sentiment seems to have been this. All human escelTence 
is equally subject to the stroke of death : neither the power of kings* nor 
the science orscholars, nor the ;trt8 of those whos* immediate study is llie 
prolongation of life, can protect them from the final destiny of man. JOHK5. 

£7] For the obsequies of Fidele« a song was written by my unhappy friend. 
Mr. William Collins of Chichester, a rati n of upcommon learning^ and abili- 
ties, I shall give it a place at the oA, in honour of liii mtatcrf, |OHKt» 



Act iv'i CTMBSLINE. 7^. 

• . .. '•■ 

These herb'lets shall, which we upon you strow. — 
Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them first, has them again : 
Their pleasures here are past, so is there pain. 

[^Exeunt Bel. Gui. and Arv. 
Imo, [Awaking.'] Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven; Which 
is the way ? — 
I thank you. — By yon bush ? — Pray, how far thither ? 
'Ods pittikins ! — can it be six mile yet.^ — 
I have gone all night : — *Faith, I'll lie down and sleep. 
But, sort ! no bedfellow : — O, gods and goddesses ! 

\Seeing the body. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man, the care on't. — I hope, I dream ; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 
And cook to honest creatures : But 'tis not so ; 
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing. 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 
I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it ! 
The dream's here still : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt. 
A headless man !— The garments of Posthumus ! 
I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 
His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ; 
The brawns of Hercules ; but his Jovial face>— 
Murder in heaven .> — how ? — *Tis gone,— Pisanio, 
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 
Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 
Hast here cut off my lord. — To write, and read. 
Be henceforth treacherous !— Damu'd Pisanio 
Hath with his forged letters, — damn'd Pisanio— 
From this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top !— O, Posthumus ! alas. 
Where is thy head i where's that ? Ah me ! where's that ? 
Pisanio might have kill'd thee at the heart. 
And left this head on. — How should this be ? Pisanio ? 
'Tis he, and Cloten : Malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, w as precious 

[8] Jovial face, signifies in this place* such a face as belongs to Jove. It U 
frcqaently used in Che same sense by other old dramatic writers. STEEV* 

• 30* VOL. VII. 
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And cordial to me, have 1 not found it 
Murd'rous to the senses ^ That confirms it home : 
This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's : O !— 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood. 
That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord ! 

£nter Lucius, a Captain, and other Officer*, and a Soothsayer, 

Cap, To them the legions garrison *d in Gallia, 
After your will, ha\e cross'd the $ea ; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 
They are here in readiness. 

JLuc. But what from Rome f 

Cafl. The senate hath stirr'd up the c6nfiner8. 
And gentlemen of Italy ; most willing spirits. 
That promise noble service : and they come 
' Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 
Sienna's brother. 

Z.UC. When expect you them ? 

Ca/i. With the next benefit o'the wind. 

/-MC. This forwardness 
Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present numbers 
Be muster'd ; bid the captains look to't. — Now, sir. 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpose ? 

Sooth. Last night the very gods show'd me a vision : 
(I fast, and pray'd, for their intelligence,) Thus : — 
I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing*d 
From the spongy south to this part of the west, 
^rhere vanish'd in the sun-beams : which portends, 
(Unless my sins abuse my divination,) 
Success to the Roman host. 

Luc. Dream often so. 
And never false. — Soft, ho! what trunk is here. 
Without his top ? The ruin speaks, that sometime 
It was a worthy building. — How ! a page !— 
Or dead, or sleeping on him ;* But dead, rather : 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.— 
Let's see the boy's face. 

Ca/i. He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body.— Youn|^ one. 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems, 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this, 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow f Or who was he. 
That, otherwise than noble nature did, 



Hath alter'd that good picture t^ What's thy^interect 
In this sad wreck i How came it? Whois itf 
What art thou ? 

Imo, I am nothing : or if not. 
Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good. 
That here by mountaineers lies slain : — Alas ! 
There are no more such masters : I may wander 
From east to Occident, cry out for service, 
Try many, all good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Luc. 'Lack, good youth ! 
Thou mov*st no less with thy complaining, than 
Thv master in bleeding: Say his name, good friend. 

Imo, Richard du Champ. — If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope \jiHdf, 
They'll pardon it. — Say you, sir ? 

JLuc. rhy name ? 

Imo, Fidele. 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same : 
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say. 
Thou shalt be so well master'd ; but, be sure. 
No less belovM. The Roman emperor's letters. 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me. 

Imo. I'll follow, sir. But first, an't please the god$, 
I'll hide my master from the fiies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig : ' and when / 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strcw'd his 

grave, 
And on it said a century of prayers. 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and sigh ; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you. 
So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 
And rather father thee, than master thee. — 
My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daizied plot we can. 
And make him with our pikes and partizans 

[9] To do a picture. »nd a picture is well done* are stariding phrases ; ibn 
^estion therefbrc is. Who has »ltert d this picture, so as to make it other- 
wise than nature did ir. JOHNSON. 

£13 Pickax e9«*ineaning her iingerB. JOHNSO)^. 
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A grave : Come, arm him.* — Boy, he is preferr'd 
By thee to us ; and he shall be interred, 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes : 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Cymbblinb'# Palace* Enter Cymbblzmb, Lord*, 

am/PiSANio. 

Cym, Again ; and bring me word, how 'tis with her^ 
A fever with the absence of her son ; 
A madness, of which her life's in danger :— Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen* 
The great part of my comfort, gone : my queen 
Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me ; her son gone. 
So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. — But for thee, fellow. 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis, Sir, my life is yours, 
I humbly set it at your will : But, for my mistress, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone. 
Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your highness, 
Hold me your loyal servant. 

1 Lord. Good my liege. 
The day that she was missing, he was here : 
I dare be bound he's true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 
For Cloten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 
And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym. The time's troublesome : 
We'll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy [T^o Pis. 
Does yet depend. 3 

1 Lord. So please your majesty. 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym, ^ow for the counsel of my son, and queen !-— 

I am amaz'd with matter. 

— ' ' - ■ ■ ■ - ■ ■ I . Ill ■■■■ 

[2] That is, take him np in your arms. HANMER. 

[3] My suspicion is yet undetermined ; if I do not condemn yoo, I like* 
wise have not acquitted yoo. We now say> the cause is depending. JOHNS. 
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1 hwrd. Good my liege. 
Your preparation can affront no less 
Than what you hear of :^ come nnorc, for more yoii*»6 

ready : 
The want is, but to put those powers in motion, 
That long to move. 

Cym, I thank you : Let*8 withdraw : 
And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not; 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances here. — Away. \Ex€wni\ 

Pis. I heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain : 'Tis strange : 
Nor hear I from my mistress, who dic^ promise 
To yield me often tidings ; Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still most work : 
Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to be traor. 
These present wars shall find I love my country, 
Even to the note o*the king, or V\\ fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be cleared : 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer'd. [£xit» 



SCENE IV. 

Before the Cave, Enter Belarius, Goidebivs, and ArvjI'- 

RAGU8. 

Gui, The noise is round about us. 

Bel. Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure i '^ 

Gui. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us ; this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bel, Sons, 
We'll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
To the king's party there's no going : newness 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, not muster'd 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd ;• and so extort from us that 

(41 Yonr forces are able to face sach aa army as we hear the eaemy wiU- 
brlng against us. JOHNSON. 

C5] An account or oor place of abode. This diriogne is a j«st crpreHllttf 
tton'of the soperflaons caption of an old man. JOHNSON. J 
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Which we have done, whose answer woold be death 
Drawn out with torture. 

Gui, This is, sir, a doubt. 
In such a time, nothing becoming you, 
Kor satisfying us. 

Arv» It is not likely. 
That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy'd importantly as now. 
That they will waste their time upon oar note, 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. O, I am known 
Of many in the army : many years. 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your ktves ; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding. 
The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis'd, 
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

Gui. Than be so. 
Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 
I and my brother are not known ; yourself, 
So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown, 
Cannot be question 'd. 

jlrv. By this sun that shines, 
I'll thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die i scarce ever look'd on blood. 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison f 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham'd 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his bless'd beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Gui, By heavens, I'll go : 
If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care ; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Arv, So say I ; Amen. 
' BeL No reason I, since on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys : 
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If in your country wars yon chance to die. 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie : 
Lead, lead.— The time seems long ; their blood thinks 
scorn, \A9ide. 

Till it fly out, and show them princes born. \ExeunU 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A Field betvfcen the Brituh and JRomtm Camj^, 
Enter Posthumus, foith a bloody Handkerchief.^ 

Post. YEA, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee: for I wish'd 
Thou shouldst be colour'd thus.^ You married ones, 
If each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves, 
For wrying but a little ? — O, Pisanio ! 
Every good servant does not all commands : 
No bond, but to do just ones.— -Gods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had llv'd to put on this :^ so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck ' 
Me wretch, more wortn your vengeance. But,alack, 
You snatch some hence for little faults; ths^t's love, 
To have them fall no more : you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse ;• 
And make them dread it to the doers' thrift.' 
But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills, 

[61 The bloody token d ImoRen't death* which Pisanio in the forefc^ing 
act determined to send. JOHNSON. 

r?] This is a f^oliloquy of natnre> nttered when the effenresence cf a mind, 
agitated and pertnrbed, spontaneously and inarlverrently dischan^es itself 
In words. The speedy, throi^hoat all its tenor, if the last conceit be excep- 
ted, seems to issue warm from the heart. He first cmideinns hU own vio- 
lence; then tries to disburden himselfj b^ impatlnjc part of the crime to Pi- 
sanio ; he next sooths his mind to an artificial and momentary tranqaillitT« 
by trying to think th'jt he has l>een only an instrnment of the gods for tae 
iiaroiness of Imogen. He is now grown reasonable enough to determine, that 
having done so much evil be wUi do no more ; that he will not fight against 
the country which he has already injured ; but as life ia-not longer sopJMWt. 
able, ht? will dit in a just cause, and die with the obscurity of ■< man wha 
does not think himself worthy to be remembered. JOHNSON. 

f 8] To pat on— is to incite, to imtigate. JOHNSON. 

[9] The last deed is certainly not th'r oldest, bat Shakspeare calls the deed 
an elder man an elder deed. JOHNSON. 

[i] « Some you snatch from hence for little faults ; others yoa anifer t* 
heap ills on ills, and afterwards make them dread their having done so* to 
the eternal welfare of the doers.'' M. MASON. 



of a 






And make me Uatt'd to obcjr !—^«ni»rmig1it hither 

Among tlie iteluin gentry, mid to fight 

<Ageuiie my hidy's kingdom : 'Tk enough 

Thety Britain, I have kill'd thy mistiess ; peace ! 

Ill give no womd to thee. There&re, good heaieas* 

Hear patiently my purpose : 1*11 disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant : so I'll fight 

Against the part I come with ; so 1*11 die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is, every breath, a death : and Urns, unknown. 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myself 111 dedicate. Let me make mei^ know 

Hfore valour in me, than my habits show. 

Gods, pat the strength o'the Leonati in me ! 

To shame the guise o'the world, I will begin 

The fashion, \m% wlthoist, and more within. ^ExU. 



SCENE II. 

The tame. Snter, at one side, Lucius, Iachimo^ mnd the Jt9- 
man Army i at the other tide^ the British Army: Lzonatus 
"PosTHU Hvs JoUowine it, like a poor Soldier. They tnareh 
over, and go out. Alaruma. Then enter again in eiirmioh 
Iacuimo and Posthumus : he vanquUheth and disarmeth 
IacrimOj and then leaves him. 

lach. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a iady^. 
The princess of this country, and the air on*t 
Revengingiy enfeebles me ; Or could this carl,* 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdu'd roe, 
In my profession f Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. {^Exif, 

The bottle continues f the Mritons fly f Cyubth^ivr is taken; 
then enter, to his rescue, Bblarius, Guidbrxus« and Aavz- 

BAGUS. 

Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of the 
ground ; ^ 

The lane is guarded : nothing routs ns, but 



[2] CaH or chwt, i% aclo^im or hosbandoiau. RIT60N'. 
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The villainy of our fears. 

Gui. Arv, Stand* stand, and fight ! 

Mnter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons : They rescue Cym- 
BELiNE^ and exeunt. Then, enter Lucius, Iachimo, and 

iMOGSir. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thyself : 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such 
As war were hood-wink'd. 

lach, 'Tis their fresh supplies. 

Luc. It is a day turn'd strangely : Or betimes 
Let's re-enforce, or fly. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Another Part of the Field, Enter Posthumus, and a British 

Lord. 

Lord, Cam*st thou from where they made the standi 

Post. I did : 
Though you, it seems, come from ttie fliers. 

Lord, I did. 

Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost, 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself ' 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken. 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted. 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do't, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch 'd, some falling 
Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd shame. 

Lord. Where was this lane f 

Post. Close bv the battle, ditdi'd, and wall'd with turf; 
Which gave advantage to ao^ ancient soldier,— 
An honest one, I warrant ; who deserv'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to. 
In doing this for his country ;•— athwart the lane. 
He, with two striplings, (lads, more like to run 
The country base,^ than to commit such slaaghter ; * 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation cas'd, or shame,) ^ 
Made good the passage ; cry'd to those that fled, 

[31 A nutk game called prison-ban, vulgarly priico-base. STSEVfiffS. 
£43 Shainej for nodetty. WARB. 

31 VOL. VIL 
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Our Britain*8 harU diejlyingi fWt m^ ^^ ? 
To darkneaafieet, aoula that fly bathuHtrde / ^tand $ 
Or we are Romans^ and vfill give you thai 
JLike ieaata^ which you ahun Seaatiy s and may aave, 
But to look back in frown : Standi «/a/i(/.— These three, 
Three thousand confident, in act as nnany, 
(For three performers are the file, when all 
The rest do nothing,) with this word. Standi atand^ 
Acconimodated by the place, more charming, 
.With their own nobleness, (which could havte tmuM 
A distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks, 
iHin, shame, part, spirit renew'd ; that Bonie, ttiniM 

coward 
But by example (O, a sin in war, 
Damn'd in the first beginners !) *gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like Kons 
Upon the pikes o*the hunters. Then began 
A stop ifthe chaser, « re^cire ; anon, 
A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith, they fly 
Chickens, the way which they stoc^ eagles ; staves, 
The strides they victors made : And now our cowards 
(Like fragments in hard voyages,) became 
The life o'the need ; having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarjded hearts, Heavens, how they wound ! 
Some, slain before ; some, dying ; some, their friends 
O'er-bomc i'thc former wave : ten, chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the slaa^ter-man of twenty : 
Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown 
The mortal bugs o*the field.' 

Lord, 'this was strange chance : 
A narrow lane 1 an old man, and two boys ! 

Foat. Nay, do not wonder at it : You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear. 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon't. 
And vent it fsr a mockery .^ Here is one : 
Two. boy a, an old man twice a boy^ a lane^ 
Preaerv^d the Britona, waa the Romana* iane. 

Lord, Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Poat. Lack, to what end ? 
Wrbro dares not stand his foe, HI heiiis friend t 
For if he^ll do, as he is made to do, 
I know, he'41 quickly ^y my friendship too. 
You have put me into rhyme. 

Lord, Tare well ; you are angry. lExit. 

M Bags— terrors. JOHNSON. 



Act r. cyMisi*uw> * ^ 

PoBt, Still going ^— *Tlus is a lord ! O noble miAery ! 
To be i'the field, and ask:, what news, of me f 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav'd their carcasses ^ tool^ heel to do't, 
And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm'd,* 
Could not find death, wliere 1 did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he struck : Being an ugly monster* 
'Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds, 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i'the war.— WeUt I wiU ^ndhi?) : 
For being now a favourer to the Roman, 
No more a Briton, I have resum'd again 
The part I cdme in : Fight I will no more. 
But yield roe to the veriest hind, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be' 
Britons must take ; ibr me, my ransome's death ; 
On either side I come to spend my breath ; 
Which neither here Til keep, nor bear again» 
But end it by some means lor Imogen. 

Enter two British Cefitaina^ and Soldiera. 

1 Cafi. Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is taken : 
'Tis thought, the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap, There was a fourth man, in a silly habit. 
That gave the affront witfi them.^ 

1 Cafi. So *tis reported ;; 

But none of them can be fcmnd.-— Stand ! Who is there i 

Post, A Roman ; 
Who had not now b^en drooping here, if seconds 
Had answer'd him. 

2 Ca/i, Lay hands on him ; a dog! 
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

What crows have peck'd them here. He brags his 

service 
As if he wene of note : bring him to the king. 

^6} Alluding to the common saperstitloiiof charms being po w erful enoagh 
to keep men unhurt in battle. It was derived from our Saxon ancestors* and 
so is common to us with the Germans, who are above all other people givea 
to this superstition ; which made Erasmus* whore* in his MoriA Bnc9^um, 
he g{ives to each nation its proper characteristic* sajt. <' Getmani corponun 
proceritate 8c magise cognltione sibi placent." And Prior, in his Alma^ 

" North-Bntons tience have second sij^t ; 

" And Germans f^ee from gunshot fight.'* WARB. 

[7] Answer t as once in this piny before, is retfUigtiotu JOHNSON. 
GBJ Tl^it isi that turned their faces to the eaemijr. JOHNS9N. 
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JSmer Cymblxhb, offendb// Bblarivs, GvxDBmxus, Amvi- 
BAGU8* PiSANio, and Roman Captvoet. The Captaifu prt' 
sent P08THUMU8 to Ctmbblinb, wAq dtlvoert khn over to a 
Gaoler .* Jft^ vfuch^ all go out. * 



SCENE IV. 

A Prison. Mnter Posthumus, and too Gaolers, 

1 Gaol. You shall not now be stolen, you have locks 

upon you ; ■ 
So, graze, as yon nnd pasture. 

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. [Exeunt Gaolers. 
Post, Most welconne, bondage ! for thou art a way, 

I think, to liberty : Yet am I better 

Than one that's sick o'the gout : since he had rather 

Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur'd 

By the sure physician, death; who is the key 

To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art fetter'd 

More than my shanksand wrists! You good god»,giveme 

The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt. 

Then, free for ever! Is't enough, I am sorry ? 

So children temporal fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves, 

Desir'd, more than constrain'd: to satisfy. 

If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take 

No stricter render of me, than my all. 

I know you are more clement than vile men. 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 

On their abatement ; that's not my desire : 

For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and though 

'Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it. 

'Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp ; 

Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake : 

You rather mine, being yours : And so, great powers^ 

If you will take this audit, take this life. 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 

I'll speak to thee in silence. [He aleefis. 

C9] This is the only instance in these plays of the basinets of the scene 
being entirely performed in dumb show. The direction most have pro- 
ceeded from the players, as it is perfectly unnecessary, and our aixdior has 
elsewhere Cin Hamlet] expressed Ms contempt of sach mnmmery. RITSON. 

CO The wit of the gacHer alludes to the custom of patting a lock oik a 
horse's ltz» when he is tamed to pasture. JOHNSON. 
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Solemn mutic* Enter a* an oMHtritiou, SzciLius Lbonatvs, 

father to Pgsthumus, an old man^ attired like a V)arrior f 
^ leading in hie hand an ancient matron^ hi* wfe^ and mother to 

V osTUvnv St with musicb^ore them. Then, after other mu" 
• *ic,folluv) the tho young Lbonati, brothert to Postb^umus^ 

viith wound* as they died in the VMort, They circle PoIthu- 

Mus round, as he lies sleeping, 

Sici. No more, thoa thunder-master, show 

Thy spite on mortal flies ; 
With Mars faU out, with Jano chide. 

That thy adulteries. 

Kates and reveoffes. 
Hath my poo^ boy done aught bat well. 

Whose face I never s w ? 
I died, whilst in th^ womb he stay'd 

Attending Nature's law 
Whose father then (as men report, 

Thon orphans' father art.) 
ThoD shouldst have been, and shielded him 

From this earth>vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid. 
But took me in my throes ; 
That from me was Posthumus ript. 
Came crytiie 'monj^t his foes, 
A thing of piry 1 

Sici Great Nature, like his ancestry. 
Moulded the staff so fair. 
That he deserv'd the'praise of the world. 
As gre.it Sicilins' heir. 

I Bro Wlien once he was mature for man. 

In Britain where was he 
That could scand up his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
Ih eyes of Imogen, the best 

Could deem his dignity ? 

Moth, With marriage wbetefore was he mocVd^ 
To be exil'd. and thrown 
From Leonati' seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one. 
Sweet Imogen ? 

Sici' Why did you suffer lachimo. 

Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heirt and brain 

With needless jealousy ; . 

And to become the geek and scorn 

O'the other's villainy ? 



[3] Here follow a vision, or masqoc, and a prophesy, whidi intermpt tbt 
fable without the least necessity, and oameaswably lengthen this act. I 
think it plainly foisted in afterwards for mcrt show« and appatcntly not aff 
Shakspeare. POPE. 

One would think chatShakspeare's style being too rtfined for his aodicncet* 
the managers had employed some playwrti^ of die cM xh9sl Co regide thcaa 
with a touch of " King Cambyses' vein." The margin w<mld bt too ' 
able a place for so impertinent an interpolatifln. AlTSONt 

31* VOL. VII. 
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2 Bro, For this, from stiller teatt we came* 

Our parents^ and ot twain* 
That* Btrlkini; in oar country '• cxoMt, 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; 
Oar fndtj. and Tenantins' ri&hr. 

With honoorto maintain. 

• I Bro. Like hardiment Posthamos hath 

To Cymbeline performed : 
Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

why hast thou thus sidjoam'd 
The graces for his merits due ; 

Being all to dolours tum'd ? 

Sici. Thy crystal window ope ; look oat ; 
No longer exercise 
Upon a valiant race thy harsh 
And potent injuries : 

Moth* Sinc^, Jupiter* our son is goo^ 
Take oflThis miseries. 

Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help I- 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest> 
Against thy deity. 

3 Bre. Help, Japirer ; or we appeal* 

And from thy J ustice fly* 

Jupiter descendt in thunder and lightnings sitting upon an Eagle : 
he throv>4 a thunder-bolt. The Ghosttfall on their inees, 

fupit. No more* you petty spirits of region low. 

Offend our hraring ; bush I— How date you ghosts* 
Accuse tha thunderer, whose bolt you know* 

Sky-jilanttd. batters i«ll rebelling coasts ? 
Poor shadows of £iysiuHn, hence ; and rest 

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers : 
Be not with mortal accidents oppress'd ; 

No care of yours it is ; you know* 'tis ours. 
Whom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift* 

The more delay'd. delighted. Be content ; 
Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. 
Our Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he mirricd.— Rise, and fade !— 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen. 

And h-.ppier much by his affliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine ; 
And so. away : no further with your din 

£:cpress impatience, lest you stir up mine.— 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. ^ZAscends. 

Sici. He came in thunder | his celestial breath 
Was suli^urous to smell ; the holy eagle 
Stoop'd as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than our blessM fields ; his royal bird 
Prunes iht- immortal wing, and cloys his beak. 
As when his god is pleas'd* 

JU. Thauks* Jupiter ! 

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is entcr'd 
His radiant roof :— Away ! and, to be blest, 
kxt 08 with care perform his great behest. iCMsti vantsJ: * 
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Post. \Waking.'\ Sleep, thou hast been a grandsire» 
and begot 
A father to me : and thou hast created 
A mother, and two brothers : But (O scorn !) 
Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were born. 
And so I am awake. — Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness' favour, dream as I have done ; 
Wake, and find nothing. — But, alas, I swerve : 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve. 
And yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I, 
That have this golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? O, rare one f 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : Let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promise. 

[Reads.] When as a lion's nvhelfi shall^ to himself 
known, ivithout seeking find, and be embraced by a 
piece of tender air ; and when from a stately cedar 
shall be lofified branches, which, being dead many 
years, shall after revive, be jointed to the old stock, and 
freshly grow ; then shall Fosthumus end his miseries^ 
Britain be fortunate, and flourish in peace and plenty. 

'Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not : either both, or nothing : 
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. ^ Be what it is, 
The action of my life is like it, which 
I'll keep, if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter Gaolers, 

Gaol, Come, sir, are you ready for death ? . 

JPost. Over-roasted rather: ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready for 
that, you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spectators, the 
dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the com- 
fort is, you shall be called to no more payments, fear no 
more tavern bills ; which are often the sadness of part- 

[33 The meaning, which is too thin to be easily caught, I take to be this : 

This is a dream or madness, or both,— or nothing,— but whether it be a 

speech without consciousness, as in a dream, or a speech unintelligibleras 

in madness, be it as it is, it is like my coarse of life. We might perhaps read, 

Wheiher both, or nothing, JOHNSON. 
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ing, M the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for 
want of meat, depart reeling with too much drink ; sorry 
that yon have paid too much, and sorry that you are 
paid too much ;* purse and brain both empty : the brain 
the heavier for being too light, the purse too light, being 
drawn of heaviness : O ! of this contradiction you shau 
now be quit.— O the charity of a penny cord ! it sumt 
up thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor an4 
creditor but it;' of what's past, is, and to come, the 
discharge : — Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and counters ; 
so the acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

GaoL Indeed, sir« he that sleeps feels not the tooth- 
ach : But a man that were to sleep your sleep, and a 
hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would change 
places with his officer : for, look you, sir, you know not 
which wav you shall go. 

Poat. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head then ; I have not 
seen him so pictured : you must either be directed by 
some that take upon them to know ; or take upon your- 
self that, which I am sure you do not know; or jump 
the after-inquiry on your own peril :* and how you shall 
speed in your journey's end, I think youll never return 
to tell one. 

Post. 1 tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 
direct them the way I am going, but such as wink, and 
will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man should 
have the best use of eyes, to see the way of blindnesf ! 
I am sure, hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes. Knock off his manacles ; bring your prisoner to 
the king. 

Post, Thou bringest good news ;— I am called to be 
made fre^. 

Gaol. I'll be hanged then* 

[43 i. e. Sorry that yoo have paid too mnch ont of yoorpoclcet, aad MRT 
that you are paid or subdiud too much by the ttqoor. So nlitaff; 
Ji «cvea of the eleireo 1 payd.** STESVENS. 

[5] Debitor and creditor, for am accounting book. JOHNSON. 
So, in Othello : 

" By debitor and crediUr, this enmi9f<tia$r»'^' ftTXEVEKS. 

F63 Tint is, Yentore at it withoot thonelK, 80 Bfacbedb 
" We'd jamp the file to ooac.'* JOHMSON. 
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Post, Thoo shaTt be then freer than a gaoler; no 
bolts for the dead. lEaceunt Post, and Me*f8€nger. 

Gaol. Unless a man "would marry a gallows* and beget 
young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. ^ Yet, on my 
conscience, there are verier knaves desire to live, for 
all he be a Roman : and there be some of them too, 
that die against their wills ; so should I, if I were one. 
I would we were all of one mind, and one mind good ; 
O, there were desolation of gaolers, and gallowses ! I 
speak against my present profit ; but my wish hath a 
preferment in*t. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE V. 

C'YMBELINe'^ Tent, Enter Cymbeline, Belarxvs, Gdi-^ 
DERius, Arviragus, Pisanio, Lords, Officers and Jtten- 
dants. 

Cym, Stand by my side, you whom the gods have- 
made 
Preservers of my throne. Woe is ray heart. 
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought. 
Whose rags sham'd gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepp'd before targe of proof, cannot be found : 
He shall be happy that can And him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bel. I never saw 
Such noble fury in so poor a thing : 
Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But beggary and poor looks. ^ 

Cym. No tidings of him ? 

Pis, He hath been search'd amoAg the dead and living,. 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

[7'o Belarius, GuiDERius,and Arviragus. 
By whom, I grant, she lives : 'Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you arie :— report it. 

Bel, Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boast, were neither true nor modest, 
Unless I add, we are honest^ ^ 

[7] Prone— i. c. forward. STEEVENS. 

i8] To promise tuthtug but poor looks, maj be* to give no] promise of 
courageoas behavioor. JOHNSON. 
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Cym, Bow your knees : 
Arise, in.y knights o*the battle ; I create yoa 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cornelius, and Ladies, 
There's business in these faces :— Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory f you look like Romans, 
And not o'the court of Britain. 

Cor, Hail, great king ? 
To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worse than a physician 
Would this report become f But I consider* 
By medicine life may be prolong*d, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too.— How ended she f 

Cor, With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess'd* 
I will report, so please you : these her women 
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks. 
Were present when she finish'd. 

Cym, Prithee, say. 

Cor, First, she confess'd she never lov'd you ; only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you : 
Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr'd your person. 

Cym, She alone knew this : 
And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor, Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love 
With sQch integrity, she did confess 
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life, 
But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta'en off* by poison. 

Cym, O most delicate fiend ! 
Who is't can read a woman ^ — Is there more f 

Cor, More, sir, and worse. She did confess, she had 
For you a mortal mineral ;. which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling'ring. 
By inches waste you : In which time she purposed. 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
Overcome you with her show : yes, and in time, 
(When she had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Her son into the adoption of the crown. 
But failing of her end by hut str^ge absence^ 



Grew sfaameless-deBperate ; openM, in despHe 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatch'd were not effected ; «o, 
Despairing, died. 

Cym, Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady. We did so, please your highness. 

Cym, Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart. 
That thought her like her seeming ; it had been vicioufi, 
To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughte.r ! 
That it was folly in me, thou may'st say. 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all ! 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothtayer^ and other JRomtm iVi«i 
onersf guarded / Posthomus behind, and Imogkv. 

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit» 
That their good souls may be appeas'd with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted : 
So, think of your estate. 

Luc. Cnnsider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us, 
We should not, when the blood was cool, have threaten'^ 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ransome, let it come : safficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer : 
Augustus lives to think on't : And so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat ; My boy, a Briton bom. 
Let him be ransom'd : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent. 
So tender over his occasions, true. 
So feat, 9 sonurse-like : let his virtue join 
With my request, which, i*ll make bold, your highness 
Cannot deny ; he hath done' no Briton harm. 
Though he haTe serv'd a Roman : save him, sir, 
And spare no blood beside. 

Cym, I have surely seen him : 
His favour is familiar to me.— - 

Boy, thou hast look'd thyself into my grace, 

•i ■ 

C9] So feat— so ready ; so deitteroqs in waiting. JOHKSOK. 
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And art mine own.— I know not why, nor wherefore. 
To say, live, boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live : 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt« 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state, 1*11 give it ; 
Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner^ 
The noblest ta'en. 

Imo, I humbly thank your highness. 

Luc, 1 do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet, I know, thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no ; alack. 
There's other work in hand ; I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death : your life, good master. 
Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc, The boy disdains me. 
He leaves me, scorns me : Briefly die their joys. 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys.— 
Why stands he so perplex'd } 

Cym, What wouldst thou, boy f 
I love thee more and more ; think more and more 
What's best to ask. Know 'st hi m thou look'st on f speak. 
Wilt have him live } Is be thy kin ? thy friend i 

Imo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me. 
Than I to your highness ; who, beiixg bom your vassal. 
Am something nearer. 

Cym, Wherefore ey'st him so ? 

Imo. I'll tell you, sir, in private, if you please 
To g^ve me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 
And lend my best attention. What's thy name ? 

Imo. Fidcle, sir. 

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ; 
I'll be thy master : Walk with me ; speak freely. 

[Ctmbelins and Imogen converse afiart. 

Bel, Is not this boy reviv'd from death ? 

jirv. One sand another 
Not more resembles : That sweet rosy lad. 
Who died, and was Fidele :— What think you ? 

Guid. The same dead thing alive. 

B^/.Peace, peace ! see further ; he eyes us not ; forbear ; 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I att sure 
He would have spoke to us« 

Guid. But we saw him dead. 
Bel, Be silent ; let's see further. 
^ Pis. It is my mistress : [Aside, 

Since «he is living, let the time run ob» 



To good, or bad. [Ctm. and Imo. comefornxfard. 

Cym. Come, stand thou b^ our side ; 
Make thy demand aloud.— Sir, step you forth ',\To I AC B. 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it. 
Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehood.— On, speak to him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Poatn What's that to him ? [Aside, 

Cym, That diamond upon your finger, say» 
How came it yours ? 

lack, Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken thar 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym. How ! me ? 

lach. 1 am glad to be constrained to utter that which* 
Torments me to conceal. By villainy 
I got this ring ; 'twas Leonatus' jewel : 
Whom thou didst banish ; and (which more may grieve 

thee. 
As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'er liv'd 
'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord f 

Cym, All that belongs to this. 

lach. That paragon, thy daughter,-— 
For whom my heart drqps blood, and my false spirits 
Quail to remember, ^•^Give ree leave ; I faint. 

Cym, My daughter! whatof her? Ren^w thy strength : 
I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will. 
Than die ere I fa^ar more : 'Strive man, and speak. 

lack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The mansion where !) *twas at a. feast, (O, Vould 
Our viands had been poison'd ! or, at least. 
Those which I heav'd to head !) the good Posth^imu^ 
(What should 1 say ?.be was too good, to be 
Where ill men were : and was the best of all 
Amongst the rarest of good ones,) sitting sadly. 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 
For beauty that made barren the swelPd boast 

[[] Mr. Ritson (and I petfccUy agree with him) it of opinion chat dils 
pronoan should be omitted* as in eliiptfcal language, on similar occasions* is 
often known to have been the case. How injarions this syllable is to die 
present measure* I think no reader of judgment can fail to perceive. 

^ STEEYENSk 
C2] To quail* is to sink into.dejectioih STEEYEKs. 

33 vox.. \iu 



94 CTMBELINX. ACT r. 

Of him that best could speak : for feature,' laming 
The shrine of Venus, or straight- pi ght Minerva, 
Postures beyond brief nature ;^ for condition, 
A shop of all the -qualities that mhn 
Loves woman for ; besides, that hook of wiving. 
Fairness which strikes the eye ; 

Cym. I stand on fire : 
Come to the matter. 

lach. All too soon I shall, 
Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly.— This Posthiimus, 
(Most like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took his hint ; 
And, not dispraising whom we prais'd, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began 
His mistress' picture ; which by his tongue being made* 
And then a mind put in'c, either our brags 
Were crack'd of kitchen-trulls, or his description 
Prov'd us unspeaking sots. 

■Cym, Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lach. Your daughter's chastity — there it begins. 
He spake of her as Dian had hot dreams. 
And she alone wer«4:old : Whereat, I, wretch ! 
Made scruple of his praise ; and wager'd with him 
Pieces of gold, 'gainst this which then he wor£ 
Upon his honouPd finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight, 
Ko lesser of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring ; 
And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus' wheel ; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain 
Post I in this design : Well may you, sir, 
Remember me at court, where I was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
'Twixt anK>rous and villainous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
'Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent; 
A nd, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd. 
That I returned with simular proof enough 

[3] Feature— for proportion of parts. WARBURTON. 

C4] i. e. The ancient statues of Venus and Minerva, which exceeded, in 
beauty of exact proportion, any living bodies, the work of brief nature ; chat 
Is, oJf hasty, unclaborate nature, WARBURTON. 
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To make the noble Leonatas mad, 
By woanding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes' 
Of chamber-banging, pictures, this her bracelet 
(O, cunning, how I got it!) nay, some marks 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite cracked, 
I having ta*en the forfeit. Whereupon, — 
Methinks, I see him now,—- 

Poat, Ay, so thou dost, [Coming forward. 

Italian fiend !— Ah me, most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That s due to all the villains past, in being. 
To come ! — O, give me cord, or knife, or poison, 
Some ypright justicer \^ Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all the abhorred things o'the earth amend, 
By being worse than they. I am Posth^mus, 
That kill'd thy daughter : — villain-like, I lie ; 
That caus'd a lesser villain than myself, 
A sacrilegious thief, to do't : — the temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself.^ 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs'o'the street to bay me : every villain 
Be call'd, Posthtimus Leonatus ; and 
Be villainy less than 'twas ! — O Imogen ! 
My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen ! 

Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear—- 

Post, Shall's have a play of this i Thou scornful paget 
There lie thy part. [Striking her ; ahefalu. 

Pis, O, gentlemen, help, help 
Mine, and your mistress ; — O, my lord Posthumus ! 
You ne^er kill'd Imogen till now :— Help, help T— 
Mine honoured lady ! 

Cym, Does the world go round ? 

Post. How come these staggers on me ? ' 

Pis, Wake, my mistress ! 

C5] Averring notes— such marks of the chamber and pictures* as averred 
or confirmed my report. JOHNSON. 

[6] The most ancient law books have justicers of" the peace* as frequently 
as justices of the peace. REED. 

C73 She was not only the temple of Virtue, but Virtue herself. JOHNS. 

l9] Thts wild and delirioas pertubation. Staggers is the horse's apople xy. 

JOHNSON. 
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Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pt>. How fares m v mistress i 

Into, O, get thee from my sight ; 
Thou gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence \ 
Breathe not where princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen ! 

Pis, Lady, 
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by mp 
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen. 

Cym» New matter still } 

Into, It poison'd me. 

Cor, O gods!— 
I left out one thing which the queen confest'd. 
Which must approve thee honest: If Pitanlo 
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection 
Which I gave him for a cordial, she is serv'd 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym. What's this, Cornelius } 

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft imp6rtan'd me 
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta'en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time. 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions.-— Have you ta'en of it t 

Imo, Mopt like I did, for I was dead. 

BeL My boys, 
There was our error. « 

Gui, This is sure Fidele. 

Imo, Why did you throw your wedded lady from you? 
Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now 
Throw me again. ^Embracing him* 

Post, Hang there like fruit, my soul, 
Till the tree die ! » 

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child f 
What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act ? 
Wilt thou not speak to me i 

C9] i.e. Hang round my neck> till the frame tliat aow sqpports vou ^M) 
decay. STESVENS. 
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Into. Your blessing, sir. [Kneeling. 

^ BcL Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not ; 

You had a motive for*t. [To Gui. and Arv. 

Cym. My tears, that fall, 
Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen. 
Thy mother's dead. 

Imo. 1 am sorry for't, my lord. 

Cym. O, she was naught; and long of her it was, 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pi9. My lord. 
Now fear is from me, I'll speak troth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my lady's missing, came to me 
With his sword drawn ; foam'd at the mouth, and swore. 
If I discovered not which way she was gone. 
It wa9 my instant death : By accident, 
I had a feigned letter of my master's 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments. 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to \ioUte 
Mv lady's honour : what became of him, 
I nirther know not. 

GuL Let me end the story : 
I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forfend ! 
I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : pr'ythee, valiant youths 
Deny't again. 

Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Cym. He was a prince. 

Gui. A most uncivil one : The wrongs he did lae 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea* 
If it could so roar to roe : I cut off*s head ; 
And am right glad, he is not standing here ^ 

To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am sorry for thee : 
By thine own tongue thou art condeoin*d, and most 
£ndure our law : Thou art dead. ^ 

. Imo. That headless man 
I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 
.\nd take him from our presence. 

32* VOL. vn. 
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Arv. In that he spake too far. 

Cym, And thou sbalt die for't. 

Bel, We will die all three : 
But I will prove, that two of us are as gond 
As I have given out him. — My sons, I must, 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech^ 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Aw, Your danger is 
Ours. 

Gui, And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then — 
By leave ;»Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who 
Was caird Belarius. 

Cym» What of him ? he is 
A banish'd traitor. 

Bel He it is, that hath 
Assum'd this age i^ indeed, a banish*d man ; 
I know not how, a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence ; 
The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel Not too hot : 
First pav me for the nursing of thy sons ; 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have receiv'd it. 

Cym. Nursing of my sons ? 

BeL I am too blunt, and saucy : Here's my knee ; 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ; 
Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir. 
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And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How ! my issue i 

BeL So sure as you your father's. I« old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd : 
Your pleasure was my mere ofience, my punishment 
Itself, and all my treason ; that I sufibr'd. 
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such, and so they are,) these twenty, years 
Have I train*d up : those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, a& 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
Whom tor the theft I wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment: I mov'd her to't; 
Having receiv'd the punishment before. 
For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason : Their dear loss, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shap*d 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir. 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world ; 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
-To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym, Thou weep'st, and speak'st. 
The service, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell'st.^ I lost my children :---w 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

BeU Be pleas'd a while.—- 
This gentleman, whom 1 call Polydore, ^ 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true, Guiderius: 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp'd 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 
I can with ease produce. 

Cym, Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

BeL This is he ; 
Who hath upon him still that natural stamp; 



[3] " Thy tears give testimony to the sincerity of thy relation ; and 1 
have the less reason to be inert dutoos. because the actiom which y<>» J>JX- 
done, within my knowhfdge, art more incredible than the story which JOB 
relate." The king reasons very joiHy. JOHNSON. 
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It was wise nature's end in the dooationt 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym. O, what am I 
A mother to the birth of three ? Ne*er mother 
R^ic'd deliverance more :-— Bless'd may you be* 
That, after this strange starting from your orbs, 
You may. reign in them now !•— O Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo, No» my lord ; 
I have got two worlds by't. — O my gentle brother. 
Have we thus met i O never say hereafter. 
But I am truest speaker : you call'd me brother. 
When I was but your sister ; I you brothers. 
When you were so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e'er meet i 

Arv, Ay, my good lord. 

Gui, And at first meeting lov'd ; 
Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor, By the queen's dram she swallow'd. 

Cym, O rare instinct ! 
When shall I hear all through ^ This fierce abridgement^ 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, ^hich 
Distinction should be rich in.'— Where? howliv'dyou? 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers } how first met them ? 
Why fled you from the court } and whither ? These, . 
And your three motives to the battle,* with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded ; 
And all the other by-dependencies 
From chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor place. 
Will serve our long intergatories. See, 
Posthtimus anchors upon Imogen ; 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hittiag 
Each object with a joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground. 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. — 
Thou art my brother ; So we'll hold thee ever. [ 7\? Bel . 

Imo, You are my father too ; and did relieve me, 

[4I Fierce— IS vehement, rapid. JO HNSON. 

[^3 Which oaght to be rendered distinct bv a libera] amplitude of nar- 
rative. ST££V£NS, ^ • 

[6] That is, thouR;h strangely expressed, the motives of you three for 
engaging m the battle. So, in Romeo and jaKet> " both oar remedies'^' 
means, the remtdyfor us both, M. MASON. 



To see this gracious season. 

Cym, All o'er-joy'd. 
Save these in bonds ; let them be joyfol loo^ 
For they sh«iU taste our comfort. 

Imo. My good master, 
I will yet do you service. 

Luc, Happy be you ! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so «obly foaght. 
He would have well becom'd this place, and gracM 
The thankings of a ktng« 

PoHt, I am, sir. 
The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; 'twas a ntment for 
The purpose I then foUow'd ; — That I was he» 
Speak, lachimo ; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

lack* I am down again : \KnetUnf^ 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee. 
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech yoi& 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess, 
That ever swore her faith. 

PoBt, Kneel not to roe ; 
The power that I have on you, is to spare you. ; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live> 
And deal with others better. 

Cym, Nobly doom'd : 
We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arv* You holp us, sir. 
As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

PoBt» Your servant, princes. — Good my lord of Rotne, 
Call forth your soothsayer : As I slept, methottght» 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back, 
Appear'd to me, with other spritely shows 
Of mine own kindred : when I wak'd, X found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no collection of it ;y let him show 
-His skill in the construction. 

Luc, Philarmonus,-* 



(73 A collection ii a coro1Ian7« a consequence dedoced from the premittt 
W^Qie containinit means, the cstUtnti. tif vatkich* STSEY^NS. 
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Sooth, Here, my good lord. 

Luc, Read, and declare the meaning. 

Sooth. [Reads.] When aa a lion* a nohelfi shall, to hirti- 
aelf unknown, without seeking Jind^ and be embraced 
hy a fiiece of tender air ; and whenfrom^a stately cedar 
shall be lofified branches^ which, being dead many years^ 
shall after revive, be jointed to the old stocky and fresh- 
ly grow ; then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Bri' 
iain be fortunate, and flourish in fieace and plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ; 

The fit and apt construction of thy name» 

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much : 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, [ZoCym. 

Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer 

We term it mulier : which mulier I divine, 

Is this most constant wife ; who, even now. 

Answering the letter of the oracle. 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp'd about 

With this most tender air. 

Cym, This hath some seeming. 

Sooth, The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point 
Thy two sons forth : who, by Belarius stolen. 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plentv. 

Cym, Well, 
My peace we will begin : — and, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Csesar, 
And to the Roman empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ; 
Whom heavens, in justice, (both on her, and hers,) 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplish'd : For the Roman eagle, 
From south to west on wing soaring aloft. 
Lessened herself, and in the beams o'the sun 
So vanish'd : which foreshow'd our princely eagle, 
The imperial Cscsar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline^ 



dtt r. CTHBXLim. 103 

Which shines here in the west. 

Cytn. Laud we the gods ; 
And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless'd altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : so through Lud's town anarch : 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts.-— 
Set on there :— Never was a war did cease» 
£re bloody hands were wash'd, with such a peace. 

[Exeunt. 



H 



See page 7^, note 7. 



A SONG, 

Song by GUIDERIUS and ARVIRA6US, over FIDELE, nippoMd to 

be dead. 

BY MR. WILLIAM COLLINS. 

To fiiir Fidele't grasty tomb 

Soft maids, and village hinds* tludl bring 
Each np'ning sweet* of earliest bloom. 

And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No widling ghost shall dare appear 

To vex with shrieks this qoiet grove ; 
Bat shepherd lads assemble here. 

And melting virgins own their love. 

No withered witch shall here be seen. 

No goblins lead their nightly crew: 
The female fays shall hannt the green. 

And dresi thy grave with pearly dew- 
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At red^rettt oft tt tvcning iMon 
ShaU kindly lend hU llttk aid. 

With boary taom, and lather'd flowing 
To dack the groond where thoa art UkkL 

When howUng winds* and betting raio« 
la tempests shake the sylvan cell; 

Or nddst the chace on erery plain# 
The tender tfaooght on thee shall dwiB. 

£adi looely scene shall thee rtstoee I 
For thee the rear be doTy shed : 

lelOT'd. till Hfe coold charm no more s 
Andaioiihi'd tiU pity's self be d«ri. 
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